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Ir i with gear WOE I embrace this opportunity ' 
to acknowledge the favors I have received from you. 
Among others, J would mention in particular, the. 7 
warmth with*ewhich you eſpouſed this Piece in its gag 
ſage to the Hage; ; but I am afraid it would be thought... 
a compli ment to your good. nature, 2 much at the | 


expente of your judgment. 8 


If what I now venture to hay befire the public, is 
conſidered merely as a piece of dramatic æuriting, ir 
will certainly be found to have very little merit : 
that light no one can think more indifferently of i 
than I do myſelf.; but I believe I may venture to, 
aſſert, on your opinion, that ſome of the ſongs are 
| tolerable ; that the muſic is more pleaſing than has 
hitherto appeared in. compoſitions of this kind; and 
the worde bitter adapted, conſidering the nature of 
the airs, which are not common ballads, than could 
be expefted, ſuppoſing any degree of led to be pre- 
ſerved in the 5 cation. 

A 2 


bv DEDICATION. = 
ore than this, few people expe in an Opera. _ 7 
ſome of the ſeverer critics ſhould be inclined to blame 
your indulgence io one of the firſt attempts of a young 
writer, I am perſuaded the public in general will ap- 
| plaud your endeavour to Provide them with ſome- 
thing new, in a ſpecies of entertainment in evhich the 
performers at your theatre ſo eminently excel. | 


You may perceive, Sir, that I yield a punctual ob- 
ſervance to the injunfions you laid upon me, when. 
I threatened you with this addreſs, and make it rather 
a preface than a dedication and yet I mnt confeſs 
can hardly reconcile thoſe formalities which render 
it indelicate to pay praiſes where all the world allows 
them 10 be due; nor can 1 eafily conceive ay 4 man 
' ſhould be ſo fludious to deſerve what he does not de- 
fires but ſince you will not allow me to offer any 
panegyric to you, I "muff haſten to beſtow one upon 
myſelf, and let the public know (which was my chief 
deſign in this" introduction) that q have the happi- 
neſs „ | 


Sin, | 
Teuer meſloblgeh, 
and moſt obedient ſervant 

. AUTHOR. 
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Opera. 


Cs from the VIL LACE Orera of Charles 
Johnſon—and this muſical Entertainment firſt ap- 
peared at Covent-Garden Theatre-in 1763. Its ſuc- 
ceſs was nearly equal to that prodigy of 2 the 
Beggar's Opera, . 


This piece 1 founded upon ux AL LiIrz, and ru- 
ral unacquaintance with the depravity of a metropolis. 
The characters are naturally drawn — the incidents 
have ſufficient probability It had the benefit of much 
delightful muſic from the compoſer, and the ſweeteſt 
voices on the Engliſh ſtage have graced it by ſinging 
the airs of Ross g Tra, Young Mz apows, and A. 


THORN. 


Mrs. BiLLInSros in this Opera, as in every other 
we liſten to her in, throws the powers of her pre- 
deceſſors at an immeaſurable diſtance: her tone, her 


taſte, and muſical Heier, are the pride of the Britiſh 


DRAMATIS PERSON AZ. 


- SI — — 


P ——— 1 IRS 6 POTS at am. 


 DRURY-LANE. 
Sir WIr Au Meapows . =» Mr, Aickin, 
Young Mzapows: 83 Mr. Kelly, © 
Juſtice Wooncoae ng Mx, Parſons. 


HAWTHORNE  ,, - - - Mr. Dignum. 
EvsTAce a 8 - Mr. Williames. 


_ Hopce' | - maT.» woos Mr. Hollingſworth, 
RoezerTa * GA N = Mrs.“ uch. | 
Loco K 2 — Miſs Stageldoir. 


Dznoran Woopcocx „ Mes Lore.” - 
Mazctry © . - .. = Mrs, Collett, 


DRAMATIS PERSON A. 


COFVENT-GARDEN, 
| Men, 
Sir WILLIAM Meapows . Mr. Powell, Eg 
Young Mrapows - - Mr. Johnſtone, 7 
Juſtice Woopcock - — Mr. Quick. 
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LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 


A garden with flatues, fountains, and flower-pots. Se- 
veral Arbours appear in the fide ſcenes : Ross TTA 
and Lucinda are diſcovered at work, ſeated _ to. 
R 


AR 
Ros. HOPE! thou nurſe of young defire, | 
Fairy promiſer of joy, 
Painted vapour, glow-worm fire, 
Temp rate ſeeet, that ne er can cloy : 
Luc. Hope I thou earneſt of delight, 
\ ' Softeſt ſoother of the mind, 
* cordial, proſpect bright, 
Surg. friend the wretched find : 


Both. Kind decetver, flatter fill, 


Deal out pleaſures unpoſſe 72 Tons i 
With thy dreams my fancy fill, | 


And in wiſhes make me bleſt. 


100 Tov IN A VILLAGE. Aer 1. 
Luc. Heigho !—Roſſetta ? | 
Nor. Well, child, what do you fay ? | 
Luc. Tis a deviliſh thing to live in a village a hun- 
dred miles from the capital, with a prepoſterous gouty 
father, and a ſuper- annuated maiden aunt. —LI am 
- heartily fick of my ſituation. 
5 Ros, And with reaſan But tis in a great 8 
a your own fault: here is this Mr. Euſtace, a man of 
character and family; he likes yon, you like him; 
you know one another's minds, and yet you will not 


reſolve to make yourſelf happy with him. 23 


. 24 1 c 


AIR. 


M] hence can you inherit 
Co ſlaviſb a ſpirit ? A 
Confin'd thus, and chain'd to a by ö 
Now fondled, now chid, 
Permitted, forbid : - 


'Tis _— 5 * 75 < 


For hs you a lover “ | 30 
More firmneſs diſcover ; 9 
T ake courage, ner here longer ye "Ee 
Reb and oe fow, 
| Run riot like me, | y 
1 1 And, to perfect the e * 8 0 


„ And is this your aus | 
: | Ros. ä * — 25 1 


J 


Aer l. _ LOVEIN A VELAGE. . +2 

Luc. Here's my hand; poſitively I'll follow it—I 
have already ſent to my man, who is now in the 
country, to let him know he may come hither this 
day; we will make uſe of the opportunity to ſettle all 
preliminaries And then But take notice, whenever 
we decamp, you march off along with us. 

Ros. Oh! madam, your ſervant; I have no incli- 
nation to be left behind, 1 aſſure you—But you ſay 
you got acquainted with this ſpark, while you were 
with your mother during her laſt illneſs at Bath, ſo 
that your father has never ſeen him? 

Luc. Never in his life, my dear; and, I am conſi- 
dent, he entertains not the leaſt ſuſpicion of my hav- 
ing any ſuch connection: my aunt, indeed, has her 
doubts and ſurmiſes; but, beſides that my father will 
not allow any one to be wiſer than himſelf, it is an 
eſtabliſhed maxim between theſe affectionate relations, 
never to agree in any thing. 

Roc. Except being abſurd; you -muſt allow they 
ſympathize perfectly in that But, now we are on the 
ſubject, I deſire to know, what I am to do with this 
wicked old juſtice of peace, this libidinous father of 
n ? He en me © about the houſe like a tame 
| Ts Nay, 'l are you he hath beer a wag in * 
time — you muſt have a care of yourſelf. 

Ros. Wretched me! to fall into ſuch hands, who 
have been juſt forced to run away from my parents to 

avoid an odious marriage——You ſmile at that now ; 
and I know you think me whimſical, as you have of- 
ten told me; but you muſt excuſe my OP a * | 
over-delicate i in this particular, ES FY 
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N in bot my dear hea W „ 
Neos. Lueinda, don't talk to me Was your father | 
10 go to London; meet there by aceident with an old 

fellow as hg esd as himſelf; and in a fit of 
abſurd friendſhip, agree to marry you to that old fel. 

-  Jow's ſon, whom you had never ſeen, without con- 
faulting” your inclinations,” or allowing you a Sod | 
in caſe” he ſhould not prove agreeable— 

3 Luc. Why I ſhould think it a little hard, I FRY | 
2 when I fee 8 in the ne, wo a er. 
— 8 87 
Kor. It is the only chars IN "SEP in which 1 

could hope to lie concealed; 4% can tell you, I 

Was reduced to the laſt extremity, when in con- 
ſequence of our old boatding-ſchool friendſhip, I 

applied to you'to receive me in this Capacity TE or we 

3 the parties the very next week. 

Luc. But had not you a meſſage ee 
ene ſpouſe; to let you know he was as little inclined 


to ſuch * 8 as you were? 


ACT 1. EOVE IN A 13 
t More than ſo; 8 by all 
means, to contrive ſome method of breaking them off, 
for he had rather return to his dear ſtudies at Oxford . 
and aſter that, what hopes _ * gap 
| py with him? „„ 5 101 
Tuc. Then you are not at 1 range | 
rout you muſt have ocaſioned at home? T en, : 
during this month you have been abſent - 5 
Rot. Oh! don't mention it, my dear; have had | 
| ſo many admirers, fince I commenced Abigail, that I 
am quite charmed with my ſituation But hold, who 
_ ſtalks yonder in | the Nc * the 8 are ſo Fe to 
ſee? 7 
Bm. Daddy Hawthorn, as T ive! Hei is come to CY. 
pay my father a viſit; and never more luckily, for he 
always forces him abroad. By the way, what wil you 
do with yourſelf while 1 ſtep into the houſe to ſee af- 
ter my truſty meſſenger,” Hodge? 
Kor. No matter, III fit dawn i in that arbour, and 8 ui 
liſten to the ſinging of the birds : 08: know I am fond 
of a amuſements. _ 
Luc. So it ſeems, indeed ſure, Raſſetta, Pe 
your admirers had power to touch 2280 heart; you | 
are not in love, I hope? | 120 
Ros. In love! that's pleaſant: who do you * : 
| I ſhould be in love with, pray? ? | 
Luc. Why, let me eee e you think of 
Thomas, our gardener? There he 1s, at the other end 
of the walk — He's a pretty young man, and the tor. 
vants ſay, he's always writing verſes on you. 
ö ee eo: are 1 89 2 _ 
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Lac. Indeed, | Rafa, that blk makes you fok 


Ros. Bluſh? I am fure I don't bi-. : 150 3 


Lac. Ha, ha, ha! 

Ros. Pſhaw, Lucinda, how can ”- be fo 4 
culous ? - 

Tuc. Well, das dren; and — 
Pa ſuppoſe you dd like him, how could * help 


JO ? 
7 
Iden once Love's fabi poiſon gains. 


A paſſage to the female breaſt, 
Like lightning ruſhing through the veins, 


* Each wiſh, and every thoughts poſet* 140 


To heal the pangs our minds endure, 
Reaſon in van its ſtill applies; © 
MWougbi can afford the heart a cure, 
| But what is pleaſing to the eyes. 


* 8 2 8 hs, 8 1 2 


SCENE II. 


| | Enter Vouxd Mtapows. N | 

. Mea. Let me fee—on the fifteenth of June, at 
half an hour paſt five in the morning [taking out a 
pocket book] I left my father's houſe, unknown to any 
one, having made free with a coat and jacket of our 
gardener's, which fitted me, by way of a diſguiſe ; ſo 
ſays my pocket-book ; and, chance directing me to 


1 


aer. o IN A VILLAGE. 15 


this village, on the twentieth of the ſame month I pro- 
cured a recommendation to the worſhipful Juftice 
Woodcock, to be the ſuperintendant of his pumpkins 
and cabbages, becauſe I would let my father ſee, I 
choſe to run any lengths, rather than ſubmit to what 
his obſtinacy would -have forced me, a marriage 
againſt my inclination, with a woman I never ſaw. 
[ Puts up the book, and takes up a wateringpot.] Here I 
have been three weeks, and in that time I am as much 
altered, as if I changed my nature with my habit. 
*Sdeath, to fall in love with a chambermaid! And yet, 
if I could forget that I am the ſon and heir of Sir 
William Meadows—But that's impoſſible. 163 


AIR. 


| 0! had I been by fate decreed 
Some humble cottage ſwain ; 
In fair Roſletta's fight to feed 
Ip . won the plains. 
What bhſs had I been born to taſte, 
Which now I ne er muſt know ? 
Ye envious powers ! why have ye plac'd 170 
e ee 8 


Ha! who was it J had a ere of as I paſt by that ar- 

bour! Was it not ſhe ſat reading there! the trem- 
bling of my heart ſets me my eyes were not miſtaken 
hs 25 comes. 


16 © LOVE IN A VILLAGE. Aer l. 


SCENE A. 


5 Fn BR | DE | 


Kor. Lucinda was certainly in the right of i it, and 


yet I-bluſh to own my. weakneſs even to myſelf — 
Marry, hang the fellow for not being a gentleman. 

7. Mea. I am determined 1 won't ſpeak to her 
[turning to a roſe-tree, and plucking the flowers.) Now 
or never is the time to conquer myſelf : beſides, I 
have ſome reaſon to believe the girl has no averſion 
to me: and, as I wiſh not to do her an injury, it 
would be cruel to fill her head with notions of what 
can never happen. [hums a tune] Plhaw ! rot theſe 
roſes, how they prick one's fingers ! 

Ros. He takes no notice of me ; but ſo th the 
3 I'll be as indifferent as he is. I am ſure the 


poor lad likes me; and if I was to give him any en- 


couragement, I ſuppoſe the next thing he talked of, 
would be buying a ring, and being aſked in church 
Oh, dear pride, I thank you for that thought. 191 
Z. Mea. Hah, going without a word! a look 
II can't bear that—Mrs. Roſſetta, I am gathering a 
few roſes here, i on Oe to take them in with 
you. 
| Ros.” Thank you, Mr. 3 but al my lady? 8 
flower - pots are full. 
. Mea. Will you accept of them for yourſelf, 
then? [catching hold of her] What's the matter ? you 
look as if you were angry with me. 
| Ros. Pray let go my hand. 
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= 27. Mea. Nay, pr'ythee, why i is this ? you ſhan't go, 
WET have ſomething to ſay to you. 
= Ros. Well, but La en 1 Wes 1 . Mr. 
x [Thomas— 
oY - 
Gentle youth, ab, tell me wvhy 
Still you force me thus to fly ? 
Ceaſe, oh ! ceaſe, to perſevere ; 
Speak not what I muſt not hear ; 
To my heart its eaſe reflore ; 
Go, and never ſee me more. 


eb. 


_ SCENE i. 


Young Mranows. 


u girl is a riddle That the loves me, I thinkthere 


ass no room to doubt; ſhe takes a thouſand opportu- 
IF nities to let me ſee it: and yet, when I ſpeak to her, 
he will hardly give me an anſwer ; and, if I attempt 
mae ſmalleſt familiarity, is gone in an inſtant—I feel 
my paſſion for her, grow every day more and more 
violent Well, would I marry her ?—would I make 
a niſtreſs of her if I could Two things, called pru- 
dence and honour, forbid either. What am I pur- 
ſuing, then? A ſhadow. Sure my evil genius laid 

this ſnare in my way. However, there is one com- 
fort, it is in my power to fly from it; if ſo, why do I 
beſitate? I am diſtracted, unable to determine r 
thing. | 


evi  - ' LOVE IN A VILLAGE. | =” 


b., 


A Jall ; in Jobe Woopcock's houſe. Enter Haw- 


© | | And tha he burdken lv. 
I care for wobody, not dl, 


Yo LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 


| Sill in hopes to ger the better 
Of my ſtubborn flame I try ; 
Sevear this moment to forget her, 
And the next my oath deny. 
Now, prepar'd avith ſcorn to treat ber, 
E' ry charmiin-thought I brave, 
Boaft my freedam, fly to meet her, 
And confeſs myſelf a flave, 


„ — nn — umn; 3 9 —_ ot __ ——_— — 


SCENE Y. 


THORN, with a _fowlingypiece in his hands, and a net 
with birds at his girdle : and, afterwards, Fuſtice 
Woopcocx. 355 9 


AIR. 


_ » There quas a jolly miller once, | 
LT _ Liw'd on the river Dee; 
He wortd and ſung from morn till OY 
Mo lark more blythe than he. 


For ever us'd to be. 


no one cares for me. 3 240 


Houle, here, houſe ! what all padding; all abroad | 
. I ſay, hilli-ho, ho ! 


x 


Acer l. LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 19 


F. Wood. Here's a noiſe, here's a racket! William, 
Robert, Hodge! why does not ſomebody anſwer? 
Odds my life, I believe the fellows have loft their 
hearing ! [Entering] Oh, maſter Hawthorn ! I gueſſed 
it was ſome ſuch mad cap—Are you there ? | 

Haw. Am T here? Yes: and, if you had been where 
I was three hours ago, you would find the good 
effects of it by this time: but you have got the lazy 
unwholeſome London faſhion, of lying a bed in a 
morning, and there's gout for you Why, fir, I have 
not been in bed five minutes after ſun-riſe theſe thirty 
years, am generally up before it; and I never took a 
doſe of phyſic but once in my life, and that was in 
compliment to a couſin of mine, an ef. that 

Had juſt ſet up buſineſs. 

7. Wood. Well but, maſter Hawhora, Is me tell 
you, you know nothing of the matter; for, I ſay, 
c n 
it. 286 

Haw. What, when I maintain the contrary 
Look you, neighbour Woodcock, you are a rich man, 
a man of worſhip, à juſtice of peace, and all that; 
but learn to know the reſpect that is due to the 3 
from the infirm ; and allow me that ſuperiority a good 
conſtitution gives me over you—Health 1 ts the great- 
eſt of all poſſeſſions; and tis a maxim with me, that 
an hale cobler is a better man than a ſick king. 

J. Wood. Well, well, you are a ſportſman. 270 

Haw. And ſo would you too, if you would take my 
advice. A ſportſman ! why there is nothing like it: 
J would not exchange the ſatisfaction I feel, white 1 
am beating the lawns and thickets about my little 


20 LOVE IN A VILLAGE. _AcT1. 


farm, for all the entertainments l 0: No in 
10 v 8 


* 


a 8 | 


Let gay ones and great 88 
N Aale the moſt of their fate, EET 
From pleaſure to pleaſure they run: | aſs 
Mell, who cares a ot, F 
leu them not, 14 BOS 
Be White I have my dog and my bin. 5 
For exerciſe, air, | | 
To the fields I repair, | 5 
| With ſpirits unclouded and li 25. : 
. The blifſes I find, | 
ER, 8 
Bus health and diverſion unite. 


ne. ot et * — 5 n 


| SCENE. 22 


J USTICE Woopcocs, Hawrnonn, Hope. 


Hodge. Did your worſhip call, ſir? 289 

23 Wood. Call, fir ; where have you and the reſt of 
theſe raſcals been? but I ſuppoſe, I need not aſk— 
You muſt know there is a ftatite, a fair for hiring 
ſervants, held upon my green to-day ; ; we have it 
uſually at this ſeaſon of the year, and it never fails to 
put all the folks here-about out of their ſenſes. 
Hodge. Lord, your honour, look out, and ſee what 
a nice ſhow they make yonder ; they had got pipers, 


CT I. | 4 | 
' in Aer . LOVE IN A VILLAGE, 2t 
* and fidlers, and were dancing as I came along, for 
dear life—I never ſaw ſuch a mortal throng in our 
village in all my born days again. 300 
Haw. Why, I like this now, this is as it ſhould be. 
FJ. mood. No, no, tis a very fooliſh piece of buſi- 
neſs; good for nothing but to promote idleneſs and g 
the getting of baſtards: but I ſhall take meaſures for E 
preventing it another year, and I doubt whether I am I 
not ſufficiently authoriſed already; for by 3 
paſſed Anno undecimo Carol primi, which — 
| juſtice of peace, who is lord of the manor | 

Haw. Come, come, never-mind the act; let me tell 
you, this is a very proper, a very uſeful meeting; I 
want a ſervant or two myſelf, I muſt go ſee what your 
market affords ;—and you ſhall go, and the girls, my 
little Lucy and the other young rogue, and we'll make 
a day on't as well as the reſt. 

7. Wood. I wiſh, maſter Hawthorn, I conld teach 
you to be a little more ſedate: why won't you take 
pattern by me, and conſider your dignity Odds 
heart, I don't wonder you are not a rich man; you 
laugh too much ever to be rich. 319 
_ Haw. Right, neighbour Woodcock! health, good- 
hangs; and competence, is my motto: and, if my 
executors have a mind, they are welcome to make it 


my _ 


80 


„ͤö⁊ 
The Jonef heart, whoſe thoughts are clear _ 
From fraud, diſguiſe, and guile, _ 
Need neither fortune's frowning fear, 
Nor court the harlat's ſmile. . 8 


| i _ LOVE IN A'VIELAGE. Aer I. 
The greameſs that would make ut grave | | 


I but an empiy thing; 
What more than mirth would mortals have?” 3 30 


The chearful man's a bing. 


— . 22 


—_— 


| Lyemp4, Hopox. | 


1E. HiR; Kit Hedge! 
| Hedge. Who calls? here am I. 
Tuc. Well, have you been? | 
Hodge. Been, ay Tha” been far b an that be 
all: you never knew ay thing fall out ſo croſsly in 
your born days. . 
Luc. Why, what's the matter? Gs 5 
| Hodge. Why you know, I dare not take a horſe out 
of his worſhip's ſtables” this morning, for fear it 
ſhould be miſſed; and breed queſtions ; and our old 
nag at home was ſo cruelly beat ”th*hoofs, that} poor 
beaſt; it had not a foot to ſet to ground; ſo I was 
fain to go to farmer Ploughſhare's, at the Grange, to 
borrow the loan of his bald filly'; and 940% nl N 


think it? after walking all that way -deꝰ el from me, 


if the e toad did not deny me the fa- 
vour. | 
Luc. Unlucky! 
Hodge. Well, then I went my ways to the King's 
head in the village, but all their cattle were at plough : 
and I was as far to ſeek below at the turnpike: ſo at 


"L 
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laſt, for want of a better; I was forced to take up 
with dame Quickſet's blind mare. 333 
Luc. Oh, then you have hen? Bae” | 
Hodge. Yes, yes, I ha? been: | - 
Luc. Pſha ! Why did not you lay ſo at ode? 
Hodge. Aye, but I have had a main tireſome jaunt 


z on't, for ſhe is a ſorry jade at beſt. 


Luc. Well, well, did youg ſee Mr. Euſtace, and 
what did he ſay to you 1 . quick —have you 


e'er a letter ? 362 


Hodge. Ves, he gave me a letter, if I ha na loſt it. 
Luc. Loſt it, man 
Hodge. Nay, nay, havea bit of patience : 8 


you are always in ſuch a hurry Lrummaging his pockets] 


I put it ſomewhere-in this waiſtcoat pocket. Oh here 
it is. 4 „ 
Luc, So, give it me. [reads the letter to herſelf.] 
Hodge. Lord-a-mercy! how my arm achs with 


| beating that plaguy beaſt; PII be hang'd if I 


won'na rather ha' thraſn'd half a day, than ha? 
ridden her. 

Luc. Well, Hodge, you bre W your buſineſs 
very well. 

Hodge. Well, have not I now? 

Luc. Ves Mr. Euſtace tells me in this letter, that 
he will be in the green lane, at the other end of the 
village, by twelve o 'clock—You know where he came 
before. 380 

Hodge Ay, ay. 6 : 

Luc. Well, you muſt go there; and wait till he ar- 
rives, and watch your opportunity to introduce him, 
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ee the fields, into the lire ſummer houſe, on the 


leſt fide of the garden. 
© Hodge That's enough. 
Luc. Dat ais pariclr cre that nobody ſes you. 
_ Hodge. I warrant you. 
Luc. nn drop x word 0 of it to any 


mortal. $21 45 3-4 $90 
N H. e Never fear me. . 
2 | | 4 81 „ 55 
Hoe Wall, wal k . no more "ny | : 


5 n 5 
8 L Rs 4g I fee the fall length of my teather ; © ©. 
Do you'think Pm a fool, 
Thb I need go to ſchool?” 
Tan ſpell you 2nd put you „ 


A wword to the wiſe, „ 
Mill always ſuffice; © 90 
 Addſniggers go talk to your parrot; 

n not ſuch an elfe, | 
* Though I ſay it myſelf, 
e ee frm « corre. 


_ » SCENE 7111. 


—_ 


3 


* . is my caſe 1 Here Tam obliged to cat- 
V7 


— 
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reſpects myequal, becauſe the oddity of my father's tem- 


per is ſuch, that I dare not tell him I have ever yet 
ſeen the perſon I ſhould like to marry But perhaps he 


has quality in his eye, and hopes, one day or other, as 
Lam his only child, to match me with a title—yain 


imagination! a 
5 a | 
Cupid, God of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Tale the helpleſs lover's part. 
Seize, oh ſeize ſome kind occaſion, 
To reward a faithful heart. 


Fuftly thoſe we tyrants call, 

Who the body would enthral ; 
Tyrants of more cruel kind, | 
Thoſe, who would enſlave the a. EY 


ö ” What is grandeur ? foe to re a 
Cßildiſb mummery at beſt. 


Happy I in humble ſtate; 
Catch, ye * the aui bait, 


— . * 


| SCENE IX. 


4 22 _ a Pile. 8 Hopes, Blend by Mas- 
Sex; and, Jome time x, fer, enter Young Me 4- 
_ DOWS. 


| 3 What 9 the wench n for? Odds 
fleſh, folk may well talk, to ſee you dangling after me 
VOL. i. B 
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every where, like 2 tantony pig: find ſame other 
road, can't you; nn . 


your nonſenſe. | 
Mar. Nay, pray you, Hodge ſtay, and ay, ans; 
ſpeak to you a bit. 855 = 431 


Hodge. Well; what ſayn you? 
Mar. Dear heart, how can you be ſs barbarous ? 


and is this the way you ſerve me after all; and wot 
you keep your word, Hadge ? 

Hodge. Why no 1 won't, I tell vou; I have chang'd 
my mind. 

Mar. Nay but ſurely, furely—Conſider Hodge, 


you are obligated in conſcience to make me an honeſt 


woman. 440 
Hodge. Obligated i in conſcience! How am I obli- 
gated ? ? 


Mar. Becauſe you are; and none but the baſeſt of 
rogues would bring a poor girl to ſhame, and after- 
wards leave her to the wide world. 

Hodge. Bring you to ſhame ! Don't wake me pk, 
Madge, don't make me ſpeak. . 

Mar. Yes do, ſpeak your worſt. 

Hodge. Why then, if you go to that, you were fain 
to leave your own village down in the Weſt, for a 
baſtard you had by the clerk of the pariſh, and P11 . 
bring the man ſhall ſay it to your face. 452 

Mar. No, no, Hodge, tis no ſuch thing, tis a baſe 
lie of farmer Ploughſhare's—But I know what makes 
you falſe-hearted to me, that you may keep company 
with young madam's waiting-woman, and I am ſure 


| ſhe's uo fit bady for a poor man's wife. 


{ 
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Hodge. How ſhould you know what ſhe's fit for? 
She's fit for as much as you, mayhap; don't find 
fault with your betters, Madge. [Seeing young Mea- 
des.] Oh! maſter Thomas, I have a word or two 
to ſay to you; pray did not you go down the village 
one day laſt week with a baſket of * on 
your ſhoulder ? ' 

Y. Mea. Well, and what then ? 

Hodge. Nay, not much, only the oſtler at the Green- 
man was ſaying, as how there was a paſſenger at 
their houſe as ſee'd you go by, and ſaid he know'd 
you; and axt a mort of queſtions—So I thou ght I'd 
tell you. 

Y. Mea. The 444d ! aſk queſtions about me! 1 
know nobody in this part of the country ; there muſt 
be ſome miſtake in it. Come hither, Hodge. 

Mar. A naſty ungrateful fellow, to uſe me at this 
rate, after being to him as I have.— Well, well, I 
wiſh all poor girls would take warning by my miſhap, 
and never have nothing to ſay to none of them. 


AIR. | 


How happy were my days, Gl now oy 
I wer did farrow feel, | 

I roſe with joy to milk my cow, 480 
Or tale my Ru e 1 


My e was lighter than a fy, 
Like-any bird I ſung, 
Till he pretended love, and I 
Baaliev'd his cho tongue. 
| be | 


Oh the fool, the filly filly fool, 
Who truſts what man may bez 
I uit T was a maid again, 1 
Aud in my oæum cbuntry. e 
SEN RE . 


4 green with the proſpect of a village, wh the repreſen 
tation of a flatute or fair. Enter JusT1CE Woop- 
cocx, HawTrokn, Met. DeBorRan Woop- 
cock, Lucinna, RosstTTA, Young Me apows, 


5 | Hovee, and ſeveral country People. $ 
Hodge. This way, your worſhip, this way. Why 


don't you ftand afide there? Here's his „ a 


8 | 
e His worlkis | 5 


J. Mood. Fye, tye, what a croud's this! Odd, 2 
: put ſome of them in the ſtocks. [Striking a 3 
Stand out of the way, ſirrah. 

Haw. For ſhame, neighbour. Well, my lad, are 
you willing to ſerve the king ? 

Countryman. Why, can you lift ma! Serve the king, 
maſter! no, no, I pay the king, that's e for 
me. Ho, ho, ho! x 501 

Haw. Well faid, Sturdy- bo. | 

* Mood. Nay, if you talk to them, they'll anſwer 
you. 

© Haw. I would bave hem do ſo; I like they ſhould. 
. madam) is not this a fine fight? I did not 


3 
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= 


9 


Act 1. LOVE IN A VILLAGE. _ 2 


know my neighbour's eſtate had been ſo well peopled. 
—Are all theſe his own tenants ? . 
Mrs. Deb. More than are good of them, Mr. Haw- 


thorn. I don't like to ſee ſuch a parcel of young huſ- 


ſys fleering with the fellows. 511 


Haw. There's a laſs [becPning to a country girl. ] 
Come hither, my pretty maid. What brings you 
here? [Chucking her under the chin, ] Do you come to 
look for a ſervice ? 

C. Girl. Ves, an't pleaſe you. 

Haw. Well, and what place are you for? 

C. Girl. All work, an't pleaſe you. 

J. Wood. Ay, ay, I don't doubt it; any work youll 
pe her to. „ 

Mr. Deb. She loaki like a brazen one — Ga, huſſy. 

Haw. Here's another. Catchinga girl that goes by.] 
What health, what bloom This is Nature's work; 
no art, no daubing. Don't be aſhamed, child; thoſe 
cheeks of thine are enough to * a whole drawing - 
room out of countenance. 
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SCENE X. 


Jvsxion Woopcock, Hawrronn, Urs. De Bo- 
ran Woopcock, Lucinpa, Ross k Tra, Young 
MeApows, Hopos, and men and women ſer- 

| wants, | 


Hodge. NOR your 8 the frond will come. 
The gut-ſcrapers are here, and ſome among them 
are going to ſing and dance. Why there's not the 


—. 
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like ol our Natate, mus, in fie counties 3 others are 


but fools . | 65 11s S144 
Ser van man. Come, POO! bbpl, WS a ring, 


and ſtand out, fellow ſervants, as many of you as are 


wilkng, and able to bear a bob. We'll let my maſters 
and miſtreſſes ſee we can do ſomething at leaſt; if 
they won't hire us, it fhan't be our fault. Strike . 
the Servants __ eg 


— 


AIR: 
_ Hovsr-mann, | 
1 e bft ro me, 
Tn young, and ſtrong, and clean you hes 
I Inet tum mu to any fre, 440 
+. For work that's in the country. ** 
F e n 1 
| CY TPO © ow, Ons. N 
| Depending on your bounty 15 


Foran. 


Behold a blade, who knows his trads + 

In chamber, hall, and entry: 
. And what tho here I now appear, 
RE 7725 the beſt of gem, 
A footman would you - +" 
Tan dreſs, and comb, i fe; 

For Ja handy lad am 

ele, "@rm 2 INOS: 
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„ 


Coor- Mais. 


ä Who wwants a * cook my hand they * e $. 


For plain 2ohokeſome difbes Im ne er at a loſs; . 
And what art your ſoups, your a | 


e eee 


If you want a young n man, with a true hone $644." 
Who knoaws how to manage a plough and a cart, 561 
Here's one for 7 purpoſe, come take me and try; 
2 ou'll I ſay you ne er met with a better nor 7.1 
Ge ho Debbin, A | 
'Cnony 8. 138 


My ** and miftreſſer, hither repair ; Gs 


What ſervants you want, you'll ind in our fair ; 
Men and Maids r fit for all ſorts of fations there be ; 


Aua, as 25 the Wager, We W 't diſagree. 


el SCENE 7. 


4 Parlour i in Jus rien Woopcock's Houſe. 
Locinpa, Evsrace. 
| "Fi: 


Wert, am not I a bold. adventurer, to bring you 
into my father's houſe at noon-day ? Though, to fax 
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the truth, we are ſafer here than in the garden; for 
there is not a human creature under the roof beſides 
ourſelves. 1 . 

£uft. Then why not put our ſcheme i into execution | 
this moment? I have a poſt-chaiſe ready. 

Luc. Fye: how can you talk ſo lightly ?. I proteſt 
I am afraid to have any thing to do with you ; your 

paſſion ſeems too much founded on appetite ; and 
my aunt Deborah ſays — p „ 

Zul. What! by a the rapture my heart now 
feelg— 

Luc. Oh to be ſure, promiſe and yow; it ſounds 

prettily, and never fails to impoſe upon à fond fe- 


TY, 2» | 
We women like weak Indians trad , 
Whoſe judgment tinſel ſhew decoys 3 
Dupes to our folly we are made, | 
While artful man the gain „ 20 
V. e give our treaſure, to be Paid ü 
A paltry, poor return in toys. 


Eu. well, 1 ſee you! ve a mind to divert yourſelf 
with me; but I wiſh I eould prevail on you to be a 
little ſerious. 

Lu. Seriouſly then, what at you . me to 
ſay ? ? I have promiſed to run away with you ; which 
is as great a conceſſion as any reaſonable lover can 
expect from his miſtreſs. 1 
Eu. Ves; but, you dear provoking angel, you 
have not told me, when you will run away with me. 
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; ties: Why that, I confeſs, nos ve conſid 

ration. 
Eul. Vet e with you are deliberating, 


to return, 
AIR. 
: Think, my faireſt, how a 
Danger every moment brings ; 
Time flies ſwift, and will away 5 
Time that's ever on its wings; 40 
| Doubting and ſuſpence at beſt, | 
Lovers late repentance coft ; 
Let us, eager to be bleſt, 
Seize occaſion &er tis loſt. 
"= | 


— 


_SCENE IL. 


* 


| Luciana, EvsTAcE, JosTiIce. Woopcock, 
Mrs. DzBoRAn Woopcocs. 


„ 8 Mood. Why, here is nothing in the world in 
"this houſe but cater-wauling from morning till night, 
nothing but cater- wauling. Hoity toity; who have | 
we here? 0 

Luc. My father, and my aunt l 1 1 

- Euft. The devil! What ſhall we do? 50 

Luc. Take no notice of them, only obſerve me. 
(Speaks aloud to Euſtace.) Upon my word, Sir, I don't 
know what to ſay to it, unleſs the Juſtice was at home; 

| B 3 
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de is jolt Rep d de me villhge with me cmpeny; 
but, if you'll fit down a moment, I dare ſwear he 
uo Hor pen — * — fer . 
* Wood. Hoe 1 is your papa, huſſy! Wes this | 
you have got with you? Hark you, firrah, who are 
you, ye dog? and what's your buſineſs here? 60 
Eu. Sir, this is a language I am not uſed to. 
F. Wood. Don't anſwer me, you raſcat—I am a 
'- Juſtice of the peace; and fl hear a word out of your 
mouth, P11 ſend you to jail, for all your lac'd hat. 
Mre. Deb. Send him to jail, brother, that's right. 
J. Wood. And how do 4 — know it's right ? How 
ſhould you know any thing's Tight !—Siſter Deborah, 
you are never in the right. 
Mrs. Deb. Brother; this is the man 1 have been 


telling you about ſo long. 7? 
= 3. Wood. What man, goody Wile-acre ! fi 
, Mrs. Deb. Why, the man your daughter has an in- 


trigue with: but EF hope you will not believe it now, 
though you ſee it with your own eyes—Come, huſſy, 
confeſs, and don t let! your father make 2 fool of him- 
ſelf any longer. | 

Xue. Conf Whit, acht? This pentemah is a® 
mufie-maſter : he goes about the country, teaching 
ladies to play and fing; and has been recommended 
to inſtruct me: I could not turn him out when he 
came to offer his ſervice z and did not know what - 
anſwer to give bim till T Ap Papa. yg 

. Word. A mific-maſter! = I 

Yes, Sir, e that's my profeſſon. 
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Mrs. Deb. It's a lye, young man; it's alye. Bro- 

1 he is no mort enn, than I am a muſic- 

maſter. | 

"Fi Wood. . the fel- 

Rn do you? and you will be wiſer than all 


the world ? K 90 
Mrs. Deb. e he does not wok like _ 
iter. | 


J Wood. Wee bal ha 121 Was 
ever ſuch a poor ſtupe ! Well, and what does he look 
like, then? But I ſuppoſe you mean, he is not dreſſed 
like a muſic-maſter, becauſe of his ruffles; and this 
bit of garniſhing about his coat which ſeems to be 
copper too— Why, you filly wretch, theſe whipper- 
ſnappers ſet up for gentlemen, now-a-days, and give 
themſelves as many airs as if they were people of 
_ quality, —Hark you, friend, I ſuppoſe you don't come 
within the vagrant act? You have ſome ſettled 
habitation Where do you live? 

Mre. Deb. It's an eaſy matter for him to tell you a 
wrong place. 

J. Wood. Siſter Deborah, don' t roboke me. 

Mrs. Deb. I wiſh, brother, you would let me ex- 
amine him a little. | 
. Wood. You ſhan't fay a word to ws you | ſhan't 
ſay a word to him. 110 

Mrs. Deb. She ſays he wi recommended here, bro- 
ther; aſk him by whom ?. 

. Mood. No, I won't now, becauſe you deſire i it. 5 

Luc. If my papa did aſk the em aunt, it 
would be wy _— reſolved, R | 
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Mrs. Deb. Who bid you ſpeak, Mrs. Nimble Chops? 
I ſuppoſe the man has a tongue in his head to anſwer 
for himſelf. _ 

F. Wood. Will nobody ſtop that pratingold woman's 8 
Wa for me? Get out of the room. 120 

Mrs. Deb. Well, ſo I can, brother; 1 don't want 
to : but, remember, I tell you, you will. make 
yourſe f ridiculous in this affair: for, through your 
own obſtinacy, you will have your — run 
away with, before your face. 

. Wood. My 3 who * run away with 
my daughter ? 

Mrs. Deb. That fellow will. 

23 Wood. Go, go, you are a ee, tenforions! wo- 

man. | 130 

5 ; Why, fare, 1 you muſt think me yy, 
coming, indeed. 

J. Mood. Ay, ſhe judges of others by herſelf; ; I 
ee e when ſhe was a girl: her mother dared not 
truſt her the length of her apron- ſtring; ſhe was 
clambering upon every fellow s back. 

Mrs. Deb. I was not. 

FJ. Wood. You were. 

Luc. Well, but way ſo lon 1 


| AIR. Fa. = 
1 me, dear "OY | | 140 
If you rave thus, and rant. 
. Yowll never a lover perſuade ; 
The men will all fly, 


And leave you to die, . 
Ob, terrible chance | an old maid, 


— 
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Muft ſbe come to this paſs, 
Who ancient virginity. re! 
Teuere better on earth - © 
Have five brats at a birth, © wt 
Than in hell be a leader of des. 


9 6 * A 4 ed 


SCENE III. 


JusTICE Woopcock, Lucinda, EvusTACE. - 


Es. Wood. Well done, Lucy, ſend her about her 
buſineſs ; a troubleſome, fooliſh creature, does ſhe 
think I want to be directed by her ?—Come hither, 
my lad, you look tolerable honeſt. 

£Euft. 1 hope, fir, I ſhall never give you cauſe to 
alter your opinion. 

F. Mood. N 
generally pretty right in my conjectures. You 
muft know, I had once a little notion of muſic my- 
ſelf, and learned upon the fiddle ; I could play the 


Trumpet Minuet, and Buttered Peas, and two or 


three tunes. I remember, when I was in Londen, 
about thirty years ago, there was a ſong, a great fa- 
vourite at our club at Nando's coffee-houſe ; Jack 
Pickle uſed to ſing it for us, a droll fiſh ! but *tis'an 
old thing, I dare ſwear you have heard of it often. 


Men I followed a-laſt that avas froward and fly, 


0h ! 1 fluck to her fluf till I made her comply z 


Acr Il. 
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Oh1 I took her ſo lovingly ound the , 
r 

When lug d und bau, 

She ſqueal d and fſqualfd ; | 
But, though ſbe wow'd all „ 
Tet I pleas d ber ſo wl that ſie bore it again - 
| 2 75 toity, 
. Was n upon the graſs ; | 
Ob ! ſuch were the Jo of our _ gt 


Fe Weed No, no, I forget all thoſe na now; 

but I could do a little at them once Well, ſtay and 
eat your. dinner, and we'll talk about your teaching 
the girl—Lucy, take your maſter to your ſpinnet, and 
ſhew him what you can do—1 muſt £0 and give ſome 


orders ; then "yu toity, &c. 
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e . 


* — papa, your moſt obedient 
banble . ſervants hab, bab, hahl was ever ſo 
en e actidenst Well, lor mm 
bis? 1 190 

Zell. Thiak of #1 wa cans, 9; 
Tuc. O your aukwardneſs ! I was frightened out of 
my wits, leſt you ſhould not take the hint; and, if I 

had. not turned matters . e * 
been 6 1% 


Act ih LOVE IN A VILLAGE. 3» 

Euft. 'Stheath { why ſhoald you bring me into the 
houſe ? we could expect nothing elſe's beſides, ſince 
they did ſurpriſe us, it would have deen better to 
have diſcovered the trax . 199 

Luc. Ves, and never have 8 one another after- 
wards. I know my father better than you do; he 
has taken it into his head, I have no inclination for a 
huſband; and let me tell you, that is our beſt ſecu- 
rity; for if once he has ſaid a thing, he will not * | 
eafily to the contrary. ; 

Euft. And pray what am I to do now? 

Luc. Why,as 1 think all danger is pretty well over, 
ſince he hath invited you to dinner with him, ftay ; 
only be cautious of your behaviour; and, in the 
mean time, I will confider what is next to be done. 

Auf. Had not I better go to your father? | 

Luc. Do ſo, while I endeavour to recover myſelf a 
little out of the flurry this affair has put me in. 

af. Well, but what fort of a parting is this, with- 
dat ſo much as your ſervant, or good bye to you ? 
No ceremony at al? Can you afford me no token to 


keep up my ſpirits till I fee yn 
Luc. 20m childiſk't/ 


AIR. 


af To ſenſual pleaſures, range ! ? 
Hire all the fex's charms I. fad, 
Aud a er can cool or change. 


% LOVE: NA VILLAGE, | 
Laa. „ ee : 
5 What mioft their hearts defire 5 
22; in pride my paſſon I revel, 


Oh! may it ne er expire. | 


Both. "The ſun ſtall ceaſe to ſpread its Bets, : 
79 The ftars their orbits leave, 
2 And fair creation fink in night, © 
| = hen [ ”y dear dective. 


1 


denn , 


A Gardn. 
Enter Ross z rra, muſing. 


. If ever pour creature was in a riniable God 
tion, ſurely I am. The devil take this fellow, I can- 
not get him out of my head; and yet I would fain 
perſuade myſelf I don't care for him% well but ſure- 
ly I am not in love: let me examine my heart a little: 
I faw him kiſſing one of the maids the other day; I 
could have boxed his ears for it, and have done no- 
thing but find fault and quarrel with the girl ever 
ſince. Why was I uneaſy at his toying with another 
woman ? what was it to me?—Then I dream of him 
almoſt every night—but that may proceed from his 
being generally uppermoſt in my thoughts all day: 
Oh! worſe and worſe !—Well, he is certainly a 
pretty lad; he has ſomething uncommon about him, 
8 his rank ;—And now, let me only put 
the caſe, if he was not a ſervant, would I, or would 
I not, prefer him to all the men I ever ſaw ? Why, to 

5 a 
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be ſure, if he was not a ſervant— In ſhort, I'll aſk 
myſelf no more queſtions, for the further 1 examine, 
the leſs reaſon I ſhall have to be ſatisfied. 251 
AIX. | 
How Bleſs'd the maid, whoſe boſom 
No head-ftrong paſſion knows ; 
Her days in joy ſbe paſſes, 
Hier nights in calm repoſe. 
Where er her fancy ads her, 
. no fear invades her ; 
But pleaſure, 
| From entry alli Bow. 260 


| SCENE 71. 


8 fs Youno MEgapows, RosseTTA. 

. Mea. Do you come into the garden, Mrs. Roſ- 
ſetta, to put my lilies and roſes out of countenance ; 
or, to ſave me the trouble of watering my flowers, by 
reviving them? The ſun ſeems to have hid himſelf a 
little, to give you | an opportunity of ſupplying his 
. | 
: Ros. Where could he get that now? he never m_ 

it in the Academy of Compliments.” —_ | 
2. Mea. Come, don't affect to treat me with con- 
_ tempt; I can ſuffer any thing better than that; in 
ſhort, I love yon; there is no more to be ſaid: I am 
angry with myſelf for it, — G- 
it; but, in * of myſelf, I love you. S763 


4 _ - LOVE IN A VILLAGE. Aer ll. 


+ = D ” 4 
1 \ 
” — 3 
A 5 5 x 
* — 4 * * * : 


In vain, I ev'ty art efſay, 
To pluck the venom'd ſhaft away, 
That rankles in my heart ; 
Deep in the centre fix'd and bound— 
My efforts but enlarge the wound, : | 
And * make the * 3 279 


Nor. Really, Mr. Thoms this' is very improper 
language ; it is what I don't —— ; 1 can't ſuffer 
it, and, in ſhort, I don't Hke it. 5 

2. Mea. Perhaps you don't — 33 3 

Nor. Well, perhaps I don't. 

. Mea. Nay, but tis not ſo; come, confeſs you 
love me. 

Ros. Confefs! indeed I mall confeſs no ſuch : 
beſides, to what purpoſe ſhould I confeſs it? 

. Men. Why, as you ſay, I don't know to what 
enrpole'; only, it would be a ſatisfaction to me to 
hear you ſay ſo; that's al. 2291 

E. Why, if I did love you, [ can aſſure you, you 
wou'd never be the better for it—Women are apt 
enough to be weak; we cannot always anſwer for our 
inclinations, but it is in our power not to give way to 
them ; and, if I was ſo filly; I ſay, if I was fo in- 
diſcreet, which I hope Lam not, as to entertain an im- 
proper regard, when people's circumſtances are quite 
unſuitable, and there are . e Re e e 
cannot be ſurmounted © | 3ot 


** 
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. Mea. Oh ] to be ſure, Mrs. Roſſetta, to be ſure: 
you are entirely in the right of it I know very well, 
you and I can never come together. 

Ros. Well then, ſince that is the cafe, avs bore 
you it is, I think we had better behave accordingly.- 
. Mea. Suppoſe we make a bargain, then, never to 

ſpeak to one another any more? 

Ros. With all my heart. | | | 

Y. Mea. Nor look at, nor, if 7 think of, one 
another? | 371 

Ros. I am very willing. | 

Y. Mea. And, as long as we ſtay in the houſe to- 
gether, never to take any notice | 
Nor. It is the beſt way. 

T. Mea. Why, T beliere it i—Well, Mrs. Rad: 
6 


Al RN. 


Wc the matter Feber, "0 0 
nen nm ee en 
e 
Ros. ben things are not fits 
We ſhould calmly ſubmit ; ' 
mme. | 
v. Mes. Then thus 1 obey, = n 6 
Fo Tear your image awayy OOO 4 
And baniſh you quite from my mind, 329 


\ - 
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Ros. Well, now, I think, I am ſomewhat eaſier : 
I am glad I have come to this explanation with him, 
becauſe it puts an end to things at once. 

. Mea. Hold, Mrs. Roſſetta, pray ſtay a modjent 
— The airs this girl gives herſelf are intolerable: I 
find now the cauſe of her behaviour; ſhe deſpiſes the 
meanneſs of my condition, thinking a gardener below 
the notice of a lady's waiting-woman ; *ſdeath, I have 


a good mind to diſcover myſelf to her. 


Koc. Poor wretch! he does not know what to make 
of it: I believe he 1 is n mortified, but I muſt 


not pity him; / 341 


. Mea. Tt ſhall be fo: I will/diſcover myſelf to 
her, and leave the houſe directiy.— Mrs. Roſſetta— 
E farting back.]—Pox on it, yonder's — come 
into the garden 

Ros. O Lord! he will walk round this way; way | 
go about your buſineſs ; I would not for the world 
he ſhould ſee us together. 

T. Mea. The devil take him: he's gone acroſs the 


parterre, and can't hobble here this half hour : I muſt 


and will have a little converſation with you. 


Kor. Some other time. 


Y. Mea. This evening, in the a: at the 
lower end of the canal; I have ſomething to com- 
municate to you of 1 8 Will you meet me 
there ? | 

Ros. Meet you { | | 

7. Mea. Ay; I have Fan you; and 1 


ſwear, from that moment, there ſhall be an end of 


een thing bei- ws." 360 
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Ros. Well, well, pray leave me now. | 
. Mea. You'll come then? 


Rot. I don't know, perhaps I may: 

Y. Mea. Nay, but promiſe. 

Ros. What ſignifies. promiſing ; I may break my 
promiſe—but, I tell you, I will. 

F. Mea. Enough—Yet, before L leave you, let me 
deſire you to believe I love you more than ever man 
loved woman; and that when I relinquiſh you, I give 
up all thas can make my life ſupportable. 370 


| „ „ 
Iu Oh ! hoxw ſball I, in language weak, 
My ardent Paſſion a. 
Or form my faull' ring tongue to Heal, 
. That cruel word, Farewel ? 
Farewel—but Inos, tho thus we fart, 
My thoughts can never ftray : 
Go where I will, my conſtant heart | 
Muft with my charmer yr. 378 


8 ht. * 8 4 4 - _—_ PER 


SCENE VII. 


Ross E Tra, JusTice Woopcorx. 
Ros. What can this be that he wants to tell me? I 
have a ſtrange curioſity to hear it, FF | 
J. Wood. Hem! hem! Roſſetta ! | 
Ros. 80, I thought the devil would throw him in- 2 
my way; now for a courtſhip of a different kind; but _ 
I'll give him a ſurfeit—Did you call me, Sir? | 
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J. Wood. Ay, where are you running fo faſt 1 
Ros. I was only going into the houſe, Sir. 

J. Wood. Well, hut come here: came here, I fay. 
[ Looking about.) How do yau do, Roſfetta ? 

Kat. Thank you, fir, pretty well. . 

F. Wood. Why you look as freſb and bloomy to- 
day—Adad, you little ſiut, I believe you are painted. 


Kot. O fir! you are pleaſed to compliment. 392 


J. Mood. Adad, I believe you are — let me * 
Kar. Lord, fir ! 
F. Wood, What brings you into this garden ſo 5 
Roſſetta? I hope you dont get eating green fruit and 
traſh ; or have you a hankering after ſome lover in 
dowlas, who ſpoils my trees by engraving true-lovers 
knots on them, with your horn and buck-handled 


knives ? I ſee your name written upon the ceiling of 


the ſervants hall, wh the ſmoak of a candle ; and I 
ſaſpet—— 


Ros, Not me, T hope, fir—No, fir; J am of ano- 


ther gueſs mind, I aſſure you; for, 1 have heard ſay, 
men are falſe and fickle 
J. Wood. Ay, that's your flanting, idle, young fel- 
lows ; ſo they are : and they are ſo damn'd impudent, 
I wonder a woman will have any thing to ſay to them; 
| beſides, all that they \ want 1s OT to brag of, 
and tell again. 410 
Kat. Why, I own, ge ever I was to make a flip, 
it ſhould be with an elderly geotlaman.— about {e- 
venty, or ſeventy-five years of age. | 
J. Wood. No, child, that's out of reaſon ; though 1 
have known mah u ls a * with # 
hale conſtnution.. | 
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| Ros. Then, Sir, he ſhould be troubled with the gout, 
have a good ſtrong, ſubſtantial, winter cough—and 
I ſhould not like him the worſe—if he had a ſmall 
tauch of the rheumatiſm. _ 420 

J. Mood. Pho, pho, Roſſetta, 925 is eng. 

Ros. No, dir, every body has a taſte, and have 
mine. 

F. Mood. Well, but Roſſetta, have you tough of 
what I was ſaying to you? | 

Ros. What was it, Sir? 

J. Mood. Ah! you know, you know, well wongh, 
huſſy. 

Ros. Dear fir, conſider “my foul; would you have 
me endanger. my foul?  _ en 

F. Hood. No, no—Repent. + 

Ros. BgBeſides, Sir, conſider, what has a poor fer- 
vant to depend on but her character? And, 1 have 
heard, you gentlemen will talk one thing before, and 


another after. 


J. Wood. I tell you again, theſe are the idle, flaſhy 
young dogs : but when . have to do wich a ſtaid, 


ſober man 

Ras. 8 

7. Wood. Right; it's quite a different thing—— 
Well, ſhall we, Naſſetta, all we ? 
Rot. Really, Sir, I don't know what to ſay to it. 


"* "om. 
Yaung 1 am, and fore afraid : 
VMau d you burt a harmleſs maid ? 


Lead an innocent ray? 
Tempt me not, hind Sir, J pray. 
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Ilan too often we beleve; © © 
And, ſhould you my faith deceive, 
"Ruin firſt and then forſake, © | gp 
err wou'd break. 450 


7 Mod. Why, you filly girl, I won't do you any 
N hw. 
Nos. Won't you, Sir? | A 
F. Wood. Not I. 
Ros. But won't you indeed, Sir ? 
J. Wood; Why I tell you I won't. 
Ros. Ha, ha, ha! 
FJ. Wood. Huſſy, Huſly! 
Ros. Ha, ha, ha !—Your ſervant, Sir, your ſer: 
vant. 460 
* Mood. Why, y you dae, audacious— 


8 r 38 


SCENE Vin. 


Jvsricx Woopcock, HawTron ! 


Hanv. So, ſo, juſtice at odds with gravity ! his wor- 
ſhip playing at romps !—Your ſervant, ſir. 
FJ. Wood. Haw : friend Hawthorn! + 
' Haw. I hope 1 don't ſpoil ſport, neighbour : I 
i I bad the glimpſe of a petticoat as I came in 
here. 


J. Mood. Oh! the maid. Ay, ſhe has been ga- 
chering a ſallad But come hither, maſter Hawthorn, 
and IL'Il ſhew you ſome nn 1 intend to make 


in my garden. — 1 


15 
0 


r- 
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"Haw. No, no, I am no judge of it; | beſides, I 
want to talk to you a little more abont this—Tell me, 
Sir Juftice, were you helping your maid to gather 2 


ſallad here, or conſulting her taſte in your improve- 


ments, eh? Ha, ha, ha! Let me ſee, all among the 
roſes ; egad, I like your notion: but you look a little 
blank upon it: you are aſhamed of the buſineſs, then, 


AIR. 


Oons ! neighbour ner bluſh for a trifle life this ; © 
What harm with a fair one to toy and to kiſs ? 

The greateſt and graveſi—a truce with grimace— 
Would do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 


No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee. 


_ ' That power, reſtleſs, no firength can oppoſe, 


We all love a pretty girl——under the roſe, 

J. Wood. I profeſs, maſter Hawthorn, this is all 
Indian, all Cherokee language to me; 1 don't un- 
derſtand a word of it. 5 490 
Hav. No, may be not: well, Sir, will you read 
this letter, and try whether you can underſtand that? 
it is juſt brought by a ſerrant, who ſtays for an an- 
ſwer. 

J. Word. A letter, and to me? [taking the liter. ] 
Yes, it is to me; and yet I am ſure it comes from no 
correſpondent, that I know of. Where are my ſpec- 


- tacles? not but I can ſee very well without them, 


VOL. 1. 2 
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1 but this ſeems to be a ſort of a 


4 | 8 
I am aſhamed of gining you this trouble 5 but, 1 am 


informed there is an anthinking boy, a ſon of mine, now 
diſeuſed and in your ſervice,in the capacity of a gardener : 
Tom ie a little wild, but an honeſt lad, and no fool either, 
though I am his father that ſay it. Tom—oh, this is 
Thomas, our gardener ; 1 always thought that he was 
a better man's child than he ee to be, though 


I never mentioned i it. 


Haw, Well, well, Sir, pray let's hear the reſt of 
the letter. 111 


J. Wood, Stay, oe i is the place? Oh, here ;—/ 


am come in queſt of my run- acuay, and write this at an 
inn in your village, while I am ſwallowing a morfel of 
dinner becauſe, not having the Pleaſure of your acquain- 
tance, I did not care to intrude, without giving you natice 
Whoever this perſon is, he underſtands good man- 
ners). I beg leave to wait on you, Sir ; but defire you 
would keep my arrival a ſecret, particularly from the 
young man. 520 
| Win Mzapews. 


| ru aſſure you, a very well worded, civil letter. 


Do you know any Wing of the perſon who writes it 
neighbour? _ 

Hato, Let me ieee pere dad I be- 
lieve it is Sir William Meadows of Northamptonſhire j 
and, now I remember, I heard, ſometime ago, that 
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the heir of that family had abſconded, on account of 
a marriage that was diſagreeable to him. It is a good 
many years ſince I have ſeen Sir William, but we 
were once well aequainted: and, if you pleaſe, Sir, 1 
will go and conduct him to the honſGGQ. 
J. Mood. Do ſo, maſter Hawthorn, do 1 


But, pray what ſort of a man is this Sir William Nies. 


dows ? Is he a wiſe man? 


Haw. There is no occaſion for a man that has five 
thouſand pounds a year, to be a conjuror; but I ſup- 
poſe you aſk that queſtion becauſe of this ſtory about 
his ſon ; taking it for granted, that wiſe parents make 


wiſe children. by 540 

7. Wood. No doubt of it, maſter Hawthorn, no 
doubt of it—I warrant we ſhall find now, that this 
young raſcal has fallen in love with ſome mynx, 
againſt his father's conſent—Why Sir, if I had as 
many children as king Priam had, that we read of at 
ſchool, in the deſtruction or Troy, not one of them 
ſhould ſerve me ſo. 

Haw. Well, well, neighbour, perhaps not ; but 
we ſhould remember when we were young 2 ; 
and I was as likely to play an old don ſuch a trick in 
my day, as e'er a ſpark in the hundred; nay between 
you and me, I had done 0 once, had the wench been 
a8 "_ as I. 


* 6 AIR. : 
My Dolly was the faireſt thing ! 


Her breath diſclos'd\the ſweets of ſpring ; 


C'S 


And if for ſummer you wou'd ſeeh, 

Tas painted in her eye, her cheek ; 

Her ſavelling boſom, tempting ripe, 
, fruitful autumn wal the type. 


T7 foes her heart was Hoke cold, 
5 Wood. Ab, Nr were always a ſcape-grace 


rattle-cap. 

Haw. Odds heart, neighbour Woodcock, 5 *t tell 
nl young fellows will be young fellows, though we 
preach till we're hoatſe again; and ſo there's an end 
Ont. | 
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But, when my tender tale I told, © 56 


SCENE 1X. 


Jus ric Woopcock's Hall. 
Hopex, Maxcziy. 


* Hodee- So, miſtreſs; who let you in? ? 
Mar. Why, I let myſelf, in. 
Hodge. Indeed! Marry come up why, then pra) 
let yourſelf out again. Times are come to a pretty 
paſs; I think you might have had the manner: 
to knock at the door INN does the wench 
ſtand for ? : 6 
Mar. I want to know if his worſhip's at home. 
Hodge. Well, what's your: _—_— with his wor 
2920 ? 


yo! 
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CT ll Mar. Perhaps you will hear that—Look ye, 


Hodge, it does not ſignify talking, Iam come, once 
for all, to know what you intends to do; for I won't 
be made a fool of any longe. 581 

Hodge. You won't. 

Mar. No, that's what I won't, by the beſt man that 
ever wore a head; 1 am the make-game of the whole 
village upon your account; and TÞ'll try whether your 
maſter gives you toleration in your doings. 

Hodge. You will? 


Mar. Yes that's what I tt; his worſhip ſhall be 
will like to be ſent for a ſoldier. | 3% 1.2990 
and go about your buſineſs. 


won't go till I ſees him. | A 
Hodge. Look you, Madge, if you make any x nate 


orations here, never ſtir if I don't 2 the 2 * 


you Will you be gone? 
Mar. I won't. 


Hodge. Here Tower, [wi ling.] whu, whu, whu. , 


A. 


pra Was ever or oor fellow ſo plagud ewith a vinen 600 
Zauns] Madgedon't provoke me, but mind what I ſay; 


Se pack up your alli and be trudging away * 
: You'd better be quiet, 
N And not breed a riot ; 
wor Ss blood, * I ſtand prating with you here all 3 ? 


acquainted with all your pranks, and ſee how you 
Hodge. There's the door; take a friend's advice 7 


Mar. My buſineſs is with his — ; and : 


Youoe choſe a wwrong parſon for playing your tricks on, 
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| Pre got other matters io mind; 1 -h 
| ee eee 
But to the contrary you'll, finds th 1 
A fine piece of work by the maſs ! 610 


Ross Tra, 8 „ 


* Sure I heard the voice of diſcord here—as I 
live, an admirer of mine, and, if J miſtake not, a rival 
I'll have ſome ſport with them—how Bows fellow- 
| ſervant, what's the matter? | 

Hodge. Nothing, Mrs. Roſſetta, only chis os 
woman wants to * with his nnr 
low me. 

Mar. No, Hodge, this i is your dn dem ba! 
am as good fleſh and blood as ſhe, and have as clear 
a ſkin too, tho'f I mayn't go ſo gay; and now ſhe's 
here, I'II tell her a piece of my mind. _ 621 

Hodge. Hold your tongue, will you? 2 

Mar. No, I'll ſpeak if I die for it. 

Ros. What's the matter, I ſay? 

Hodge. Why nothing I tell you; Madge | 

Mar. Ves, but it is ſomething, it's all along of ſhe, 


and ſhe may be aſhamed of herſelf. 
Ros. Bleſs me, child, do * direct your Se 
to me ? 629 


Mar. Yes, I do, * S nobody ele ; there was not 
a kinder fout breathing than he was till of late; I had 


J II. 
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never a croſs word from him till he kept you com- 
pany 3. but all the girls about ſay, there is no ſuch 
thing as keeping a ſweetheart for you. 

Ros Do you hear this, friend Hodge? 

Hodge. Why, you don't mind ſhe, I hope; but if 
that vexes her, I do like you, I do; my mind runs 
upon nothing elſe ; and if fo be as you was agree- 
able to it, I would _ you wo. before to- 

morrow. | 640 

Mar. You're a ** monkey, you are parjur'd, 


you know you are, and you deſerve to have your eyes 


tore out. | 
Hodge. Let me come at her—PI teach > wil to call 
names, and abuſe folk. | 5 


; ry y 


Mar. Do; ſtrike me; —you a man! 

Ros. Hold, hold —we ſhall have a battle here pre- 
ſently, and I may chance to get my cap tore off- 
Never exaſperate a jealous woman, tis taking a mad 
bull by the horns—Leave me to manage her. 650 

Hodge. You manage her! PH kick her. 

Res. No, no, it will be more for my credit, to get 
the better of her by fair means—1 warrant PU bring 
her to reaſon. 

Hodge. Well, do fo . may I dee upon 
you ? when ſhall I ſpeak to the parſon? | 

Ros. We'll talk of that another likes Go. | 

Hodge. Madge, good bye. 

Ros. The brutality of this fellow ks me - Oh 
man, man — you are all ahke—A bumkin here, bred 


at the barn- door! had he been brought up in a court, 


could he have been more faſhionably vicious; ſhew 
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me the lord, ſquire, r or Fes 15 them * 
can out-do him. ä 


1 Ceaſe, gay Kuen. pride to tale, | 
In triumphs oer the fair ; 


| i Since clowns as well can aft the rale, 4: 
As thoſe in higher Nur. 


Where then to ſhun a ſhameful fate 5 
Shall helpleſs beauty go? 570 
In ev'ry rank, in ev'ry ſtate, | 
Poor woman finds a 


#55 #4 wit oy ” 22 
8 + 1 n 
5 . - 


WW, 9 : 0 ! * 5 2 7 "EI * 25 - » 
- SCENE AL. 1 


833 Mazozar. 1 
Mar. I am ready to _ I can't Ray the plac | 


any longer. 


Ros. Hold, child, come hither. 


Mar. Don't ſpeak to me, don't you. 
Ros. Well, but I have ſomething to ſay to you of | 


_ conſequence, and that will be for your good ; I WT 
poſe this fellow promiſed you marriage. .- 


Mar. Ay, o or he 8 never have prevail'd apa 
me. | 681 

Ros. well, now you ſee te ill conſequence of troft. . 
ing to ſuch promiſes: when once a man hath cheat. 


ed a woman of her virtue, ſhe has no longer hold of 


N 


. 
Mia: is 
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him ; he deſpiſes her for wanting that which he hath 
robb'd her of; and, like a lawleſs conqueror, tri- 
umphs in the ruin he hath occaſioned. 

Mar. Nan! T5 

Ros. However, I hope the experience you have 


got, though ſomewhat dearly purchaſed, will be of 


uſe to you for the future; and, as to any deſigns I 
have upon the heart of your lover, you, may make 
yourſelf eaſy, for I aſſure you, I. ſhall be no dange- 
rous rival; ſo go your ways and be a good girl. 

Mar. Ves] don't very well underſtand her talk, 
but I ſuppoſe that's as much as to ſay ſhe'll keep him 


| herſelf ; well let her, who cares? I don't fear getting 


better nor he is any day of the year, for the matter / 
of that; and I have a thought come into my head 
that, may be, will be-more to my advantage. 700 


AIR. 


* Hodge proves ungrateful, 'no Further PII feet, 
But go up to the town in the waggon next week ; 
A. ſervice in London is no ſuch diſgrace, 

And Regifter*s office wvill get me a place 

Bet Bloſſom went there and ſoon met with a friend; 
_ Folks ſay in her ſilks ſhes now flanding an end 
Then why ſhould not I the ſame maxim purſue, 
And better my fortune as other girls ds? 
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SCENE NI. 


75 edit. * K — 


| Enter RossETTA mt Lucinda. | 
Ros. Ha ! ha! ha! Oh admirable, moſt delectably 
ridiculous. And fo your father Is content he fhoald 
be a muſic- maſter, and will have him ſuch, in ſpite 
of all your aunt can fay to the contrary ? 
Tuc. My father and he, child, are the beſt com- 
panions' you ever faw : and have been ſinging to- 
gether the moſt hideous duets ? Bobbing Joan, and 


Old Sir Simon the King: Heaven knows where 


Euftace could pick them up ; but he has gone thro? 
half the contents of Pills to purge Melancholy with 


him. 7-9 
Kor. And have you reſolved to take win g to- 
night. | 


Luc. This very night, my dear : my ſwain will go . 
from hence this evening, but no farther than the inn, 


where he has left his horſes; and, at twelve preciſely 


he will be with a poſt-chaife at the little gate that 
opens from the lawn into the road, where I have * 8 


miſed to meet him. 
Nor. Then depend upon it, I'll bear you com- 


pany. | 729 


Luc. We ſhall flip out when the family are afleep, 


= 1 have prepared Hodge ä Well, I hope | 


we ſhall be happy. | 
| Ros. Never doubt it. 
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AIR. 


In iu ould tee nad © fond pr 
& Whoſe wiſhes are warm $6479 wo 
M. 52 words are th' exceſs 4 the 1 : 


1 make of ſubſtantial delight, 
On this fide the flars can be found, 

Tit ſure when that couple unite, 740 
And Cupid by Hymen is crown'd. 


4a * ry * — 


2 RE. 


RossETTa, Lucinda, HawTHORN. 


Ha. Lucy, where are you? 
. Luc. Vour pleaſure, ſir. 
8 Ros. Mr. Hawthorn, your ſervant. 
Haw. What my little water-wagtail!— The very 
couple I wiſh'd to meet: come hither both of yon. 
Ros. Now, Sir, what would you fay to both of us? 
Haw. Why, let me look at you a little have you 
got on your beſt gowns, and your beſt faces? If not, 
go and trick youtſelyes out directly, for Pl! tell you a 
ſecret—there will be a young batchelor in the houſe, 
within theſe three hours, that may fall to the ſhare 
of one of you, if you look * whether miſ- 
treſs or maid——— 


60 
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him worth acceptance ? 
Haw. Follow me, follow me ; I warrant you. 


Luc. DO TI Ronny": am very 


| difficult to pleaſe. 
Nor. And ſo am J, 
Haw. Indeed! TM 


of 


AIR. 


Well come, ht us hear what the ſwain ee, 
Who may hope at your feet to implore with ſucceſs ? 


Ros. 


Le. 
| g Ros. 
Luc. 


Luc. 1 
Ros.) 
Haw. 

Luc. 


Ros. 


Haw. 


Loe. 


A . 


He muſt be firſt of all 
Straight, comely, and tall : 
Neither aukward, 

Nor fooliſh, 

Nor apiſh, 


Mor muliſb, 
Nor yet ſhould his fortune be ſmall. | 


What thinÞft of a captain ? 


A bluſter and wounds ! 

What think ft of a *ſquire ? 
To be left for his hounds. 
Tube youth . 
5 Muyft be gentle, obhging and hind ; 


Of all things in nature love me 5 


Have ſenſe both to ſpeak and to Yr 
: Y & ſometimes be filent and blind. 


Aer il. 
Ros. Ay, marry, this is "IN but how do 
you know whether either miſtreſs or maid will think 


; 
| 
- 
; 
: 
c 
t 
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Haw. j * Fore George a moſt rare matrimonial receipt; 
Ros. : _ Obſerve it, ye fair, in the choice of a mate; 
Luc. Remember, *tis wedlock determines your fate 


Ac H SCENE I. 
— na and PUB areyn ma menos | 


* 


4 parlour in JusTICE Woopcoct's houſe. Enter Sir 


| WiLLiam Mg apows, followed by HAwTHORN. 


Sir Willam. 


Wers, this is rei this is mighty n 

is mighty merry, faith; ha! ha! ha! was ever the 
like heard of? that my boy, Tom, ſhould run away 
from me, for fear of being forced to marry a girl he 
never ſaw ? that ſhe ſhould ſcamper from her father, 
for fear of being forced to marry him ; and that they 
ſhould run into one another's arms this way in diſ- 


guiſe, - by mere accident; againſt their conſents, and 
without knowing it, as a body. may ſay! May I never. 
do an ill turn, maſter Hawthorn, if it is not one of 
the oddeſt adventures partly— . - | 11 


Haw. Why, Sir William, it is a romance; a no- 
vel; a pleaſanter hiſtory by half, than the loves of 


Doraſtus and Faunia: we ſhall have ballads made of 
it within theſe two months, ſetting forth, how a young 
*ſquire became a ſerving man of low degree; and it 
will be ſtuck up with Margaret's Ghoſt and the Spa- 
niſh Lady, againſt the walls of every cottage in the. 
n vm as sb 8 S 516 2 BG) 


VW> 


Pre TY _ =_ am = 


CTR 
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Sir Will, But what pleaſes. me bet of all, maſter 
Hawthorn, is the ingenuity of the girl. May I never 
do an ill turn, when I was called out of the room, and 
the ſervant ſaid ſhe wanted to ſpeak to me, if I knew 
what to make on't: but when the little gipſey took 
me aſide, and told me her name, and how matters 
ſtood, I was quite aſtoniſhed, as a body may ſay; 
and could not believe it partly; till her young friend 
that ſhe is with here, aſſured me of the truth on't: 
Indeed, at laft, I began to recollect her face, though 
I have not ſet eyes on her before, ſince ſhe was the 
height of a full - grown grey- hound. 31 
Haw. Well, Sir William, your ſon as yet knows 
nothing of what has happened; nor of your being 
come hither z and, if you'll follow my counſel, we'll 
have ſome ſport with him. He and his miſtreſs were 
to meet in the garden this evening by appointment, 
ſne's gone to dreſs herſelf in all her airs; walk you let 
me direct your proceedings in this affair? 38 
Sir Wil. With all my heart, Menon: 
with all my heart, do what you will with me, ſay 
what you pleaſe for me; I am fo overjoyed, and fo 
happy—And may I never do an ill turn, but I am very 
glad to ſee you too; ay, and partly as much pleaſed 
at that as any thing elſe, for we have been merry to- 
gether before now, when we were ſome years younger: 
well; and how has the world gone with ny maſter 
Hawthorn, fince we faw one another laft ? 7 
Hat. Why, pretty well, Sir William, I "oa no 
reaſon to complain: every one has a mixture of ſour 
with his fweets : but, in the main, 1 believe, I have 
done in a degree as tolerably as my neighbours. 51 
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AIR. 


De world is a well furniſh'd table, 
Where gueſts are promiſc"ouſly ſet ; 
We all fare as well as we're able, 
And ſcramble for what we can get, 
My ſimile holds to a titth, 
Some gorge, while ſome ſcarce have a tafte 5 ns 
But if I'm content with a little, 
Enough is as good as a feaſt. | 59 


* „ ** A. hs A. — * * ttt. 


SCENE Ii. 


Sir WILLIAM Mrabows, HawThHorn, Ross E TTA. 


Ros. Sir William, I beg pardon for detaining you, 
but I have had fo much diffculty 1 in W bor- 
rowed plumes. — 

Sir Mill. May I never do an ill turn but they fir 
you to a T, and you look very well, ſo you do: 
Cocks-bones, how your father will chuckle when he 
comes to hear this !—Her father, maſter Hawthorn, 
is as worthy a man as lives by bread, and has been al- 
moſt out of his ſenſes for the loſs of her But tell 
me, huſſy, has not this been all a ſcheme, a piece of 
conjuration between you and my fon? Faith, 1 am 
half perſuaded it has, it looks ſo like n as 

a body may ſay. ä 
Ros. Upon my honour, Sir William, what has hap- 
pened, has been the mere effect of chance; I came 
hither unknown to your ſon, and he unknown to me: 
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I never in the leaſt ſuſpected that Thomas the gar- 
dener was other than his appearance ſpoke him; and 
leaſt of all, that he was a perſon with whom J had ſo 
cloſe a connection. Mr. Hawthorn can teſtify the 
aſtoniſhment I was in when he firſt informed me of 
it; but I thought it was my duty to come to an im- 
mediate explanation with you. e 

Sir Will. Is not ſhe a neat wench, maſter Haw- 
thorn ? May I never do an ill turn but ſhe is—But 
you little plaguy devil, how came this love affair be- 
tween you ? 

Ros. I have told you the whole truth very ingenu- 
ouſly, Sir: fince your ſon and and I have been fellow- 
ſervants, as I may call it,* in this houſe, I have had 
more than reaſon to ſuſpe& he had taken a liking to 
me; and I will own with equal frankneſs, had J not 
looked upon him as a perſon ſo much below me, I 
ſhould have had no objection to _— his court- 


| * 1 
' Haw. Well ſaid; by the lord Harry, al above board, 
| ee | 


Nat. Perhaps I may by We by ſome for this 
candid declaration; but I love to ſpeak my ſenti- 
ments; and I aſſure you, Sir William, in my opinion, 
I ſhould prefer a gardener with your ſon's good qua- 
lities, to a knight of the ſhire without them. 100 

ir not wealth, it is not birth, 
Can value to the foul cone, 


100 Minds poſſe ſuperior worth, 
M bieh chance nor gives, nor takes away. 1415 
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Like the ſun true Merit fhewe ; | 
By nature warm, by nature bright 5 
With inbred flames he nobly glows, © 
Nor needs the aid of borrow'd light. 


Haw. Well, but, Sir, we loſe time—is not this 
about the hour appointed to meet in the K 555 
Kor. Pretty near it. 111 
"Haw. Oons then, what do we ſtay for ? Come, my 
old friend, come along, and by the way we will con- 
ſult how to manage your interview. | 
Sir Will, Ay, but I muſt ſpeak a word or two to 
my man about the horſes „ DC 


SCENE III. 


\ 


Rossg TTA, Hopes. 


Roc. Well — What's the buſineſs ? wo 
Hodge. Madam Mercy on us, I crave mates | 
Ros. Why, Hodge, don't you know me? 119 
Hodge, Mrs, Roſſetta | | 
Ros. Ay. | 
Hodge. Know you! ecod I don't know whether 1 
| do or not: never ſtir, if I did not think it was ſome: 
lady belonging to the ſtrange gentlefolks: why, you. 
bent dizen'd this way to 0 to the ſtatute dance ** 
2 5 be * 
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Ros. Have patience and you'll ſee:— but i is there 
any thing amiſs that you came in ſo abruptly ? 

Hodge. Amiſs | why there's ruination. 

Ros. How?—where?, _ | 130 

Hodge. Why, with Miſs Lucinda : „ 
catch'd ſhe and the gentleman above ſtairs, and over- 
heard all their love diſcourſe. 

| Res. You don't ſay fo! | 

Hodge. Ecod, I had like to have pop'd i in among 
them this inſtant; but, by good luck, I heard Mrs. 

Deborah's voice, and run down again, as faſt as ever 
my legs could carry me. . _ 

Ros. Is your maſter in the houſe? / 

Hodge. What, his worſhip ! no, no, he is gone into 
the fields to talk with the reapers and people. 141 
Kor. Poor Lucinda, I wiſh I could go up to her, 
but I am ſo engaged with my own affairs 

Hodge. Miſtreſs Roſſetta. 

Ros. Well. 

Hodge. Odds bobs, I muſt have one Guack of your 
ſweet lips. 

Ros. Oh ſtand off, you know I never allow liberties. 

Hedge. Nay, but why ſo coy, there's reaſon in 
roaſting of eggs 3 3 1 would not deny you ſuch a 
thing. TIBET 

Ros. 'That's kind : ha, 0 e what will be- 
come of Lucinda : 5 Sir William waits for me, I-muſt 
be gone. Friendſhip, a moment by your leave; yet 
as our ſufferings have been mutual, ſo ſhalt our Joys; ; 
I already loſe the remembrance of all e pains 
and anxieties. 


„ Ira | nd ba = 
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AIR. 
7h traveller benighted, 
And bd thro* weary ways, 


The lamp of day new lighted, 160 
With joy the dawn ſurveys. 


The riſing proſpetis viewing, / 
Laach book is forward caſt ; 
He ſmiles, his courſe purſuing, 
Nor thinks of what is paſt. 


_ "Y * * — 4 th. — FRY —"—_ ”_—_O IL a 8 „ Mts, * 
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SCENE IV. 


Hopes, Mr:. DzBoran Wooncocx, Lucinda. 
Hodge. Hiſt, ſtay! don't I hear a noiſe? 
Tuc. (within) Well, but dear, dear aun 

Met. Deb. (within) You . not 1 to me, 

for it e got fi. Wt | 

Hodge. Adwawns, they are coming here! ecod PL 
get out of the way—Murrain take it, this door is 

bolted now—9So, ſo. + 172 
Mrs. Deb. Get along, get 5 7 Diving in Lu- 


cinda before her) you are a ſcandal to the name of 


Woeadcock ; but I was reſolved to find out, for I have 
ſuſpected you a great while, though your father, filly 
man, will have you ſuch a poor innocent. 
Luc. What ſhall I do? | 
Mrs. Deb. 1 was determined to diſcover what you 


and your pretended muſic-maſter were about, and lay 


ED CS — * 
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in wait on purpoſe : I believe he thought to eſcape 
me, by ſlipping into the-cloſet when I knocked at the 
door ; but I was even with him, for now I have him 
under lock and key, and pleaſe the fates there he ſhall 
remain till your father comes in: I will convince him 
of his error, whether he will or not. 
Luc. You won't be ſo cruel, I am ſure you won't: 

I thought I had made you my friend by telling you 


the truth. | 189 


Mrs. Deb. Telling m me the wrath, quotha! did I not 
over-hear your ſcheme of running away to-night, 
thro? the partition ? did not I find the very bundles 
pack*d up in the room with you ready for going off ? 
No, brazenface, I found out the truth by my own ſa- 


gacity, tho* your father ſays I am a fool, but now 


we'll be judged who is the greateſt. —And you, Mr. 
Raſcal, my en ſhall know what- * _ 
. 0 ATE tbl 
- Hodge. . 5 
Mrs. Deb. You were to have been aiding and af: 
ſifting them in their eſcape, and have been the go-. 
between, it ſeems, the letter-carrier! 2202 - 
Hodge. Who, me, madam ! 1 05 5 
- Mrs. Deb. Yes, you, ſirran. 4 
Hodge. Miſs Lucinda, did I ever carry a letter for 
you? PII make my affidavy before his worſhip _ 
- Mrs. Deb. _ 80, you are a * hold your 


tongue. 


Luc. I mn; aunt, I have been very faulty in this. 
affair; I don't pretend to excuſe myſelf ; but we are 
all ſubje& to frailties ; conſider that, and judge of 
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me by yourſelf ; you were once young, and 1 inexperi- 
enced as I am. 


| AIR. 
| Tf ever a fond inclination 
Roſe in your boſom to rob you of reſt, 
| N with a little compaſſion, 
On the ſoft pangr, which prevail'd in my breaft. 
0h where, where would you fly me ? 
Can you deny me thus torn and diftreſt ? | 
T hink, when my lover was by me, 220 
Mou d I, how tou'd I, refuſe his requeſt ? 
Kneeling before you, let me implore you ; 
Look on me fighing, crying, dying ; 
Ah ! is there no language can move? 


1f I have been too complying, 
Hard was the conflict *twixt, duty and love. 


Mrs. Deb. This is mighty pretty romantic ſtuff | but 
you learn it out of your play-books and novels. Girls 
in my time had other employments, we worked at 
our needles, and kept ourſelves from idle thoughts : 
before T was your age, I had finiſhed with my own 
fingers a complete ſet of chairs, and a fire-ſcreen in 
tent-ſtitch ; four counterpanes in Marſeilles quilting ; 
and the creed and the ten commandments, in the hair 
of our family: it was fram'd and glaz'd, and hung 
over the parlour chimney-piece, and your poor dear 
grandfather was prouder of it than of e'er a picture 
in his houſe. I nevet looked into a book, but wheti 
I faid my prayers, except it was the Complete Houfe- 
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wife, or the great family receipt book: whereas you 


are always at your ſtudies! Ah, I never knew a wo- 


man come to good, that was fond of reading. 

Luc. Well, pray, madam, let me prevail on you to 
give me the key to let Mr. Euſtace out, and I pro- 
miſe, I never will proceed a ſtep farther in this buſi- 
neſs, without your advice and approbation. 


Mrs. Deb. Have not I told you already my reſolu- 


tion Where are my clogs and my bonnet ? 1'll go 
out to my brother in the fields; I'm a fool, you know, 
child, now let's ſee what the wits will think of them- 
ſelves Don't hold me — 21 

Luc. I'm not going; — I have theaght of a way to 
be even with you, ſo you may do as you pleaſe. 


: 
4 
* 2 3 7 * 5 % 


SCENE 7. 


HopGce. 


Well, I 8 it would come to this, I'Il be ſhot 
if I didn't—So here's a fine job—But what can they 
do to me—They can't ſend me to jail for carrying a 
letter, ſeeing there was no treaſon in it ; and how was 


I obligated to know my maſter did not allow of their 
meetings: The worſt they can do, is to turn me off, 


and I am ſure the place is no ſuch great purchaſe— 
indeed, I ſhould be ſorry to leave Mrs. Roſſetta, ſee- 
ing as how matters are ſo ntar being brought to an 


end betwixt us; but ſhe and I may keep company all 


as one; and I find Madge has been ſpeaking with 
Gaffer Broadwheels the waggoner, about her carriage 


= 


G Had {UW NF own 
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up to London: fo that I have got rid of ſhe, and I 

am fure I have reaſon to be main glad of it, for ſhe 

led me a weariſome life — But thar'y the way of them 

F | 262 
AIR. 


A plague on thoſe wenches, they make ſuch a pother, 
When once they have let'n a man have his will ; 

They're always a whining for Something or other, 
And cry he's unkind in his carriage. 

What tho'f he ſpeaks them ner ſo fairly, 
Still they keep teazing, teazing on «© 


You cannot perſuade *em 
' Till promiſe you've mad ally <. * 270 
And after they ve got ii, 
T hey tell you add rot it, 
Ther charafer's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone 
Then to be ſure, Sir, , 
There ir but one cure, Sir, 
And all their diſcourſe is of marriage. 


. 


SCENE 71. 


A Grains 
Enter Youxe Mtavows: 
T. Mea. I am glad J had the precaution to bring 


this ſuit of clothes in my bundle, though I hardly 


know myſelf in them again, they appear ſo ſtrange, 
and feel ſo — However, my gardener's 
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jacket goes on no more. wonder this girl does not 
come [looking at his watch] .- perhaps ſhe won't come 


— Why chen I'll go into the village, take a poſt- 
chaiſe and depart without any farther ceremony. 


AIR, 
How much ſuperior beauty awes, 
The coldeſt boſoms find ; MA 
But with reſtleſs force it draws, 
To ſenſe and faverineſs join'd. 
The caſket, where, to outward ſhew, 
The workman's art is ſeen, 290 
1s doubly valu d, when we know 
It holds a gem within. 
Hark! the comes. 
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SCENE VII. 


| Enter Sir WILLIAM Me apows and HawTaor. 
Y. Mea. Confuſion ! my father! What can this 
mean? 1885 | | 
Sir Will. "Com, are not you a fad boy, Tom, to 
bring me a hundred and forty miles here—May I ne- 
yer do an ill turn, but you deſerve to have your head 
broke; and I. have a good mind, partly—What, ſit- 
rah, don't you think it worth your while to ſpeak to 


me? | | 301 
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T. Mea. Forgive me, Sir; I own I . been in 
a fault. 
Sir Will. In a fault! to run away from me becauſe 
I was going to do you good May I never do an ill 
turn, Mr. Hawthorn, if 1 did not pick out as ſine à 
girl for him, partly, as any in England? and the raſ- 
cal run away from me, and came here and turn'd 
gardener. And pray what did you propoſe to your- 
ſelf, Tom ? I know you were always fond of Botany, 
as they call it; did you intend to keep the trade go- 
ing, and e fruit- trees 45 flowering ſhrubs, to 
be had at Meadows's nurſery 
Haw. No, Sir William, 1 I 3 the young 
- gentleman deſigned to lay by the profeflion ; for he 
has quitted the habit already. 

. Mea. I am ſo aftoniſhed to Tee you here, Sir, 
that I don't know what to ſay ; but I aſſure you, if 
you had not come, I ſhould have returned home 
to you directly. Pray, Sir, how did you find me 
out? a 

Sir Will. No matter, Tom, no matter: it was part- 
ly by accident, as a body may ſay; but what does 
that ſignify—tell me, boy, how ſtands your ſtomach 
towards matrimony ; do you think you could digeſt 
a wife now ? 

Z. Mea. Pray, Sir, don't mention it: I ſhall al- 

ww ways behave myſelf as a dutiful ſon ought ; I will 

never marry without your conſent, and I hope you 

ad won't force me to do it againſt my own. 330 

* Sir Will. Is not this mighty provoking, maſter 

10 Hawthorn ? Why, ſirrah, did you ever ſee the lady I 


deſigned for you? 
VOL. 1. D 
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2. Mea. Sir, I don't doubt the lady's merit; but 
at ee ae I am not diſpoſed 

. Haw. Nay, but young gentleman, fair and ſoftly, 
you ſhould pay ſome reſpect to your father in this 
matter, 

Sir Will, Reſpect, maſter 8 11 tell you he 
ſhall marry her, or P'll diſinherit him there's once. 
Look you Tom, not to make any more words of the 
matter, I have brought the lady here with me, and 
Pl ſee you contracted before we part; or you ſhall 
delve and plant cucumbers as long as you live. 


T. Mea. Have you brought the lady here, Sir? I 


am ſorry for it. | 
Sir Will. Why ſorry? what then you won't marry 
her? we'll ſee that! Pray, maſter Hawthorn, con- 


duct the fair one in. Ay, Sir, you may fret, and 


dance about, trot at the rate of fifteen miles an 
hour, if you Nute, but marry whip me, I'm re- 
ſoly'd. | | : 352 


-—_— 


| SCENE PIE. 


Si. Win Milos, HawrTHorn, Youno 
Wy Me avows, RossETTA. 5 
Haw. Here is the lady, Sir William. 
Sir Will. Come in, madam, but turn your face 
from him—he would not marry you becauſe he had 


not ſeen you: but I'll let him know my choice ſhall | 
be his, and he ſhall conſent to marry your before he 


now 


— 


ty 


l 
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ſees yon, or not an acre of eſtate Pray, Sir, walk 
this way. | 359 
Y. Mea. Sir, I cannot help thinking your conduct a 
little extraordinary; but ſince you urge me fo cloſely, 
I muft tell you my affections are engaged. 
Sir Will, How, Tom, how! 
. Mea. J was determined, Sir, to have 1 the 
better of my inclination, and never have done a thing 
which I knew would be diſagreeable to you. 
Sir Will, And, pray, Sir, who are we afeSticns 
engaged to? Let me know that. | 
7. Mea. To a perſon, Sir, whoſe rank and fortune 
may be no recommendations to her: but whoſe 
charms and accompliſhments entitle her to a monarch. 
I am ſorry, Sir, it's impoſſible for me to comply with 


your commands, and I hope you will not be offended 


if I quit your preſence. 

Sir Mill. Not I, not in the nr go 5 boil your 
buſ neſs, , 

. Mea. Sir, I * | 

Haw. Now, madam, ts the time. 

[Roffetta advances, Young Meadows turns round and 
ſees her. J X 


AIR. 


Ros. IV hen aue fee a lover nen iſt, | 
&© And his truth and honour prove, 
& 4h! how fweet to heal his anguiſh, 380 
And repay him love for love.” 


Sir Will. Well, Tom, will you go _ 4 me 


now 2 


Fd 
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Hau. Perhaps, Sir William, your fon does not like 
che lady; and if ſo, pray don't put a ores upon his 
inclination. 

. Mea. You Bey” not here 1 this method, Sir, 


to let me ſee you are acquainted with my any, what 


ever my inclinations are. 
- Sir Will. Well, but Tom, ſuppoſe I give my conſent 


| to your marrying this young woman? 391 


T. Mea. Your conſent, Sir? 

Kar. Come, Sir William, we have carried the jeſt 
“ far enough; I ſee your ſon is in a kind of embar- 
ce raſſment, and I don't wonder at it; but this letter, 
& which I received from him a few days before I left 
40 my father's houſe, will, I apprehend, expound the 
« riddle. He cannot be ſurpriſed that I ran away 
“from a gentleman who expreſſed ſo much diſlike 
te to me; and what has happened, ſince chance has 
& brought us together in maſquerade, there is no oc- 
& caſion for me to inform him of.“ 
„ What i is all this? Pray don't make a 

jeſt of me. 

Vir Will. May I never do an ill turn, Tom, if it is 
not truth; this is my friend's daughter. 
Y. Mea. Sir! 
Ros. Even fo; tis very true indeed. In ſhort, 
you have not been a more whimſical gentleman than 
I have a gentlevioinan ; but you ſee we are deſigned 
for one another tis plain. an 
T. Mea. I know fiot, Madam, what 1 either hear or 

| ſee; a thouſand things are crowding on my imagina- 
tion; while, like one juſt awakened from a dream, 
T doubt which is reality, which deluſion. 


CO 
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Sir Will. Well then, Tom, come into the air a bit, 
and recover yourſelf. 1 

F. Mea. Nay, dear Sir, have a lads: ce; 3 id 
you give her to me? | 

Sir Will. Give her to you! ay, that I do, and my 


bleſſing into the bargain. , 26424 


T. Mea. Then, Sir, I am the bappieſt man in the 
world; 1 enquire no farther ; here I 1 the moos 
limits of my hopes and 53 


AIR. 


> Mea. All 1 wi with i in TR 8 
| Fortune can no more impart : 
Ros. Let my eyes, my thoughts explaining, 
| + Speak the feelings of my heart. 
V. Mea. Joy and pleaſure never ceaſing, 
Ros. Love with length of years increaſing. 430 
Together. Thur my heart and hand ſurrender, 
| Here my faith and truth I plight ; 
Conflant ftill, and kind, and tender, 
May our flames burn ever * 


= 


Haw. Give you joy, Sir; aa you, fair lady 


And, under favour, 1'll ſalute you too, if there's no 
fear of jealouſy. | 
Y. Mea. And may I believe this Pr ythee tell 
me, dear Roſſetta. 439 
Ros. Step into the houſe 190 I'll tell you every 


thing I muſt intreat the good offices of Sir William 


and Mr. Hawthorn, immediately; for I am in the 


utmoſt uneaſineſs about my poor friend Lucinda. 


— 
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Hav. Why, what's the matter? | 
Ros. I don't know, but I have reaſon to Fs I left 
her juſt now in very diſagreeable circumſtances ; 
however, I hope, if there's any miſchief fallen Out 
between her father and her lover 
Haw. The muſic maſter ! I thought ſo. 449 
Sir Will. What, is there a lover in the caſe ? May 
I never do an ill turn, but I am glad, fo I am; for 
we'll make a double wedding ; and, by way of cele- 


—brating it, take a trip to London, to ſhew the brides 


ſome of the pleaſures of the town. And, maſter 
Hawthorn, you ſhall be of the ny om ri 
go before us. 

Haw. Thank you, Sir William ; TH go into Pr 
houſe with yop, and to church to ſee the young folks 
married; but as to London, I beg to be excuſed. 


AIR. 


Fever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions of ſmoke, 460 
T hat your of confuſion and noiſe, 

May I ne er know the ſweets of 4 Aumber . | 
Nor the pleaſure the country enjoys, 

Nay more, les them take me, to puniſh my fin, 

Where, gaping, the Cockneys they fleece, 

Clap me up with their monſters, cry, maſters walk in, 


And NY me for tæbo- pence a 2225 


＋ © = 


= III. 
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SCENE IX. 
Tn | | 
Justice Woopcock's Hall. 


Enter Fuftice Woopcock, Mrs. DRB. Woopcocx, 
LucmDs, EvusTace, Hopp. 


Mrs. Deb. Why, brother, do you think I can't 
hear, or ſee, or make uſe of my ſenſes? I tell you, 
I left that fellow locked up in her cloſet ; and, while 
1 have been with you, they have broke open the door, 
aud got him out again. 49S 

J. Wood. Well, you hear what they Gay. ; 

Mrs. Deb. I care not what they ſay ; it's you en- 
courage them in their impudence—Hark*e, huſſy, 
will you face me down that I did-cot ick the fellow 
up? f 
Luc. Really, aunt, I don't know, was you mean; 
when you talk intelligibly, Dll anſwer you. 

ul. Seriouſly, madam, this is carrying the jeſt a 
little too far. | 

Mrs. Deb. What then, I did not catch you together 


in her chamber, nor over-hear your deſign of going 


off to · night, nor find the bundles ee up 
£Euft. Ha, ba, ha. 
Luc. Why aunt, you rave. 
Mrs. Deb. Brother, as I am a Chriſtian woman, 
ſhe confeſſed the whole affair to me from firſt to laſt ; 


and in this very place was down upon her marrow- 


bones eee N would con- 
ceal it from you. | 491 
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Hedge. Oh Lord! Oh Lord! 


Mrs. Deb. What, ſirrah, would you brazen me 


too! Take that. [boxes him.] 

Hodge. I wiſh you would keep your hands to your- 
ſelf; you ſtrike me, becauſe you have been telling 
his worſhip ſtories. 

J. Wood. Why, ſiſter, you are tipſy! 

Mrs. Deb. I tipſy, brother 5 never touch 
a drop of any thing ſtrong from year's end to year's 
end; but now and then a little anniſeed water, when 
1 hive got the colic. 

Luc. Well, aunt, you have been complaining of 
the ſtomach-ach all day; and may have taken too 
powerful a doſe of your cordial. | 

J. Wood. Come, come, I ſee well enough how i it is; 
this is a lye of her own invention, to make herſelf 


appear wiſe: but, you ſimpleton, did you not know 


1 mult find you = E 


SCENE K. 


Enter Sir Wir rA nb Hawruozn, Ros- 


SETTA, YounG MEaDows. 


Y. Mea. Bleſs me, Sir ! look who is e | 

Sir * Cockſbones , . honeſt Jack, are you 
there? 

Euft. Plague on't, this rencounter 1s ; unlucky— 
Sir William, your ſervant. | 


3s 


cat-gut, and teaches my daughter to ſing. 
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Sir Will. Your ſervant again, and again, heartily 
your ſervant ; may I never do an ill turn, but I am 
glad to meet you. 

J. Wood. Pray, Sir William, are you acquainted 
with this perſon? „ 

Sir Will. What, with Jack Euſtace! why he's 


my kinſman: his mother and I was couſin-germans 


once removed, and Jack's a very. worthy young fel- 
low, may I never do an ill turn if I tell a word of 2 
lye. 

J. Mood. Well, but Sir William, let me tell you, 
you know nothing of the matter; this man is a mu- 
ſic maſter; a thrummer of wire, and a ſcraper of 


Sir Will. What Jack Euſtace a muſic-maſter! no, 
no, I know him better. © 

Euft. Sdeath, why ſhould I attempt to carry on 
this abſurd farce any longer; What that gentleman 
tells you is very true, Sir; I am no muſic-maſter in- 
deed. 

J. Wood. You are not, you own it then? 

Euft. Nay, more, Sir, I am, as this lady has repre- 
ſented me [Pointing to Mrs. Deborah],your daughter's 
lover ; whom, with her own conſent, I did intend to 
have carried off this night; but now that Sir William 
Meadows is here, to tell you who, and what I am, I 
throw myſelf upon your generoſity, from which I ex- 
pe& greater advantages than I could reap from any 
impoſition on your unſuſpicious nature. 

Mrs. Deb. Well, brother, what have you to- ay 
for yourſelf now? Vou have made a precious day's 
work of it! Had my advice been taken! Oh L am 

D 3 
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| aſhamed of you, but you are a weak man, and it 
can't be help'd; ets you ſhould let wiſer heads 
direct 1 

Tuc. Dear papa, N me. Hoo 550 

Sir Will. Ay, do, Sir, forgive her; my couſin 
Jack will make Ber a good huſband, I'll anſwer for 
it. 

Ros. Stand out of the way, and 10 me peak two or 
three words to his worſhip. Come, my dear Sir, tho? 
you refuſe all the world, I am ſure you can deny me 
nothing : love is a venial fault—You know what I 
mean. Be reconciled to your daughter, I conjure 
you, by the memory of our paſt affetions—— What, 


not a word! 560 
en} en 


Alx. 

5 Go, naughty man, T can't abide you ; 

Are then your vows fo ſoon forgot? 

Ah! now I ſee if I had try'd you, , 
What æuould have Been my hopeful Tot. 


But here I charge — Mak them happy ; 
Blefe the fond pair, and crown their Bliſs : 
Come be a dear good natur d pappy, 
And I' reward * with a * 


2 Dez. . . 
thankful my brother does not hang you, for he could 
2 — 9 Tn nn 0 yon 


72 


tranſports of my heart upon this occaſion 
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F. Wood. Who gave you authority to turn him out 
of the houſe—he ſhall ſtay where he is. 

Mrs. Deb. He ſhan't marry my niece. | 

J. Mood. Shan't he? but Ill ſhew you the a. 


ference now, I ſay, he 1 e her, and what will 


you do about it?: 
Mrs. Deb. And you will give him Zapp eſtate too, 
will you? TY 20 


J. Mood. Ves, I will. 8 

Mre. Deb. Why I'm ſure he's a vagabond. 

FJ. Wood. I like him the nm 1 would have bim a 
vaga | 
rs. Des. Den e ; 
 Haev. Come, come, Madam, all's very well, and I 


| ſee my neighbour is what I always thought him, a 


man of ſenſe and prudence. 

Sir Will. May I never do an = turn, but I fay fo 
too. — 59 

J. Wood. Here, young fellow, take my daughter, 
and bleſs you both together; but hark you, no mo- 
ney till I die; obſerve that. 

Euſt. Sir, in giving me your daughter, you beſtow 
upon me more than the whole world would be vith- 
out hen : 

Ros. Dear Lucinda, if words could convey. the 


Luc. Words are the tools of hypocrites, the pre- 
tenders to friendſhip ; only let us reſolve to preſerve 
our eſteem for each other. 2 "on 

7. Mea. Dear Jack, I little thought we ſhould ever 
meet in ſach odd circumſtances but here has been 
the ſtrangeſt buſineſs between this lady and me 


5 
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Hodge. What then, Mrs. Rofletta, are you turned 

falſe-hearted after all; will you marry Thomas the 

gardener ; and did I forſake Madge for this? | 

Ros. Oh lord! Hodge, I beg your pardon ; I pro- 
teſt I forgot; but I muſt reconcile you and Madge, 
I think, and give you a wedding-dinner to make you 
amends. 

Hodge. N—ah. 

Haw. Adds me, Sir, here are ſome of es 
bours come to viſit you, and I ſuppoſe to make up 
the company of your ſtatute-ball ; yonder's muſic 
too I ſee; ſhall we enjoy ourſelves ? If ſo, give me 
your hand. 

F. Wood. Why, here's my hand, and we will en- 
joy ourſelves ; Heaven bleſs you both, children, I 
ſay—Siſter Deborah, you are a fool. 

Mrs. Deb. You are a fool, brother ; and mark my 
words But I'll give myſelf no more trouble about 
you. | | 


Haw. Fiddlers ſtrike up. 


AIR. 


* with cares, complaints, and frowning, 
i elcome jolliiy andjoy; _ 
Ev'ry grief in pleaſure drowning, 
Mirth this happy night employ : 
Let's to friendſhip do our duty, 
Taugb and fing ſome good old ftrain ; 
Drink a health to laue and beauty—— 5 
May they long in triumph reign. 
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TABLE OF THE SONGS, 


With the Names of the ſeveral Courosk xs. 


N. B. Thoſe marked thus * were < compoſe on pur- 


poſe for this Opera. 


A New Overture by Mr. Abel. 


| ACT J. > 
Horx, thou nurſe of young defire, Mr. Weldon 
Whence can you inherit Abos 
My heart's my own, my will is free Arne 
When once love's ſubtle poiſon gains Arne 
*Oh had I been by Fate decreed Howard 
Gentle youth, ah tell me why | Arne 
* Still in hopes to get the better Arne 


There was a jolly miller once 1 7 „ 
Let gay ones and great | " Baildon 


The honeſt heart whoſe thoughts are free Felſting 


£ 
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Well, well, ſay no more Lady Grogan 
Cupid, god of ſoft perſuaſion Giardini 
How happy were my days 1 now Arne 
i 15 1 8 7 . | 
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we a Seiden bike Veit Lean tale Paradies 
Think my faireſt, how * | Arne 
*Believe me, dear aunt 1 Arne 
When I ne a laſs that was froward ond prone Fa 

How dle the eee Shot -,, _ Gallupi 
In vain I every art afſay e Arne 
— I agree | . Arne 
Young 1 am, and ſore afraid Gallupi 
Oons, neighbour, neꝰer bluſſi ie 
My Dolly was the faireſt thing (> a Handel 
Was ever poor fellow | Agus 
Ceaſe, gay ſeducers, pride to take Arne 
Since Hodge proves ungrateful Arne 
In love ſhould there meet a nd _ Bernard 
gy ee hear Frys N a. 
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The world is 2 well furvilt able Arne 
IR is not wealth, it is 1 due 
The traveller benightee ln * Ame 
If ever a fond inclination Sv nn BE £1 | Geog | 


Plague o'theſe 


* 
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* How much ſuperior beauty awes Howard 
When we ſee a lover languiſh : Arne 
All T wiſh in her obtaining Arne 
If ever I'm catch'd in thoſe regions Boyce 
* Go, naughty man, I can't abide you Arne 


Hence with cares 1 Boyre 
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HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS 


WILLIAM, 
DUKE ON GLOUCESTER. 


ä 
"OI" 


May it pleaſe your Royal Highneſs, | 
Wazn I preſumed to ſolicit the honour of laying the ab- 
ſequent trifle at your Royal Highneſi's. feet, it was not 
without a tharough conſciouſneſs of the little value of the 
offering { was going to make ; but I conſidered, mean as 
* it ai, is would ſerve as d tehtimony of my devotion ; and 
1 a Prince happy in his love of the arts, nothing could be 
unacceptable, which bore the remaigſt analogy to them. _ 


Ho far the Comic Opera, under Proper regulations, 
has a right to be acknowledged for a junior offipring of 
the Drama, and as ſuch become candidate for a ſhare of 
public encouragement, 5 all not pretend to determine 5 
but i if it can be rendered an agreeable amuſement, the En- 
gliſh Theatre has never ſcrupled to adopt chat was ca- 
fable of pleafing there ; and though as a work of genius, 
it is by no means to be fet in competition with good Tra- 
gedies and Comedies, it may, I apprehend, be permitted gs 
an occaſional relig to them, without bringing either aur 


: 1 0 r queſtion. 


* | DEDICATION. 


i hd 


= need not "I your a Mgt 8 that i in France, 
where the flage has been cultivated <vith more care, and 
v ſucceſi, than in any other country, this ſpecies of enter- 
tainment is received . with very great applauſe 5 nor is it 
thought an injury to Corneille, and Moliere, that the pieces 
of — and F. 1 meet <vith . 


— 


3 eue, ä the French, Comic Operas have 

ve often the advantage of being extremely well aurit- 
; of which,\Qnine s'aviſe jamais de tout, Le Roy 

et 1 Fermier, and ſome others, are an inflance ; nor 
awould the beſt compoſition F the greateſt maſter, make 

à very contemptible poem | aſe on an audience. T wiſh 
T could affert with . that in this reſpet we fall 
nothing behind our neighbours, and that <ohat I here 
Preſent to "your "Royal" Highneſt, might lay claim to 
ſome degree of merit, even in the writing : but though 
1 caniiat do this, permit 'me to ſay, J have attempted 
to render it a little intereſting, and not whally undivert- 
ing, 3 eee er 
we lde. n 9825 


Bur T — beg your Royal Hue 3 ; 
in apphing | to the. connoiſſeur, I forget that I am at 
. time auiheſſug 4 Great Prince: * 


, 44 tt: - 1 4 a 0 * 
| | ; | — 
F) 


* n aſſertion can never be ted Te who per the 
tedious harangue of French Dramas to the buſineſs and paſſion 
as ade hen | "IG 
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— 


there is a ſubje# on which I could dwell with the trueft 
pleaſure ; bat I am too well inſtruded in your Royal 
Highneſs's eburudter, to dare to offend you with a lan- 
guage which forms and cafloms too often impoſe ion 
princes, a neceſſity of bearing; 1 mean their own 
praiſe; to thoſe cube are moſt deſerving, ever leaft 
welcome. 


4 4 ther, „ 
With the profoundef le” 3 
May it pleafe your Royal Aria, 
Tour Royal Hi ng, 5 
E obedient, 5 
Mo oft devoted, and. 


" THE AUTHOR. 
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Or this man little is known, and that little, unhap- 


pily, is not good. He is a native of the kingdom 
of Ireland, and, we. believe, went out with Lord 
CnhgSTERFIELD as à private Secretary, when his 


Lordſhip was Lord Lieatenant. FI 


We find him alſo an Officer of Marines, but he 
left the ſervice with imputed infamy from practices 


at which e nn and 1 Ah ded the 


head. 


It hurts us . the narrative an irreclaima- 


ble depravation of appetite rendered him an exile 


from his country « in ſome foreign ſink of debau- 
ehery and wretchedneſs; he ps even yet lingers, 


a ſtriking monument of the abſurdity of that maxim, 
which teaches, that an author's life "PO be beſt 


known in his Works: 


The writings of BicxERSTATF are uniformly 
marked with much purity and ſimplicity. —Had 
he lived as he wrote this little book were perfett— — 
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mne 


we could n to to BLOT, 
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THE MAID OF THE MILL. 


Lixzs Panera, is one of thoſe deluſions which fre- 
quently deſtroy the proper ſubordination of ſociety. 
The village beauty, whoſe ſimplicity and innocence 
are her native charms, ſmitten with the reveries of 
rank and ſplendor, becomes affected and retired, diſ- 
daining her ſituation and every one about her. So 
much _ the wenn # of fuch * 


e exhibition hes ever its POR in propor- 
tion to the unacquaintance of the ſpectator with life 

its vraiſemblance is more certain and ftriking to the 
arilſt xus ric, than the cultivated inhabitants of a ca- 
pital.— know no ſurer ſteps to corrupt the primitive 
ſimplicity of a village remote from the capital, than to 
introduce a Theatrical company—Romance among 
unfurniſhed heads makes dreadful havock indeed. 


) ue literary merit of this piece (if it have any) is 
like that of the Novel from which it ſprung. For 
laughter | it, has no food—Sentiment, inſipid ſentiment, 
gives it what colouring it has. As a dramatic exhibi- 
tion, the pleaſure produced muſt be from its Music. 


Either as conſidering its Dialogue or its Air, we 
thidk i it much inferior to the Author's Love IN A 


VILLAGE. 


vr 


9 WW Q&0 


 w 
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PREFACE. 


* 


„ 


„ 
— 


Taxpax is ſcarce a language in Europe, in which there 


is not a play taken from our romance of Pamela; in 
Italian and French particularly, ſeveral writers of the 
firſt eminence have choſen it for the * of different 
dramas. 

The little piece now ventured into the world, owes 
its origin to the ſame fource : not only the general 
ſubject is drawn from Pamela, but almoſt every cir- 
cumſtance in it. The reader will almoſt immediately 
recolle& the courtſhip of Parſon Williams—the 
ſquire's jealouſy and behaviour in conſequence of it; 
and the difficulty he had to prevail with himſelf to mar- 
ry the girl, notwithſtanding his paſſion for her—the 
miller is a cloſe copy of Goodman Andrews—Ralph 
is imagined, from the wild ſon which he is mentioned 
to have had—Theodoſia, from the young lady of qua- 
lity, with whom Mr. B. through his ſiſter's perſuaſion, 
is faid to have been in treaty before his marriage with 
Pamela—even the gipſtes are borrowed from a trifling 
incident in the latter part of the work. 

In proſecuting this plan, which he has varied from 
the original, as far as he thought convenient, he author 
has made ſimplicity his principal aim. His ſcenes, on 
account of the muſic, which could not be perfect with- 
out ſuch a mixture, neceſſarily conſiſt of ſerious and 
buffoon. He knows groſſneſs and inſipidity lay in his 
way: whether he has had art enough to avoid ſtumblin E 
upon them, the cand id public are left to determine. 


— 
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THE 


MAID OF THE MILL. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
— ——— 

A rural "proſper, with a mill at work. Several people 
employed about ; on one fide a Bouſe, Parry reading 
in the window ; on the other a barn, where Fanny 
fits mending a net; Gil Es appears at a diftance in the 

mill; FaixrixID and RaLvn taking ſacks from a 


cart, 


CHORUS. 


F REE from ſorrow, free from e | 
| O how bleft the miller's life ! 
Chearful working through the day, 
Still he Iaughs and ſings away. 
Nought can ver him, 
Nought perplex him, 
IWhile there's grit io make him gay. 
B 2 


12 THE MAID OF THE MILL,  Acrl. 


Let the great enjoy the bleſſings 

By indulgent fortune ſents _ ans 

M bat can wealth, can grandeur offer 10 
More than plenty and content. | 


Fai. Well done, well done; tis a ſure ſign work 
goes on merrily when folks ſing at it. Stop the mill 
there; and doſt hear, ſon Ralph, hoiſt yon ſacks of 
flour upon this cart, lad, and drive it up to lord Aim- 
worth's; coming from London laſt night with ſtrange 
company, no doubt there are calls * for it by 
this time. 

Ral. Ay feyther, whether or not, there's no doubt 
but you'll find enow for a body to do. 20 

Fai. What doſt mutter? Is't not a ſtrange plague 
that thou can'ſt never go about any thing with a good 
will; murrain take it, what's come o'er the boy? 80 
then thou wilt not ſet a hand to what I have deſired 
thee ? 3 

Kal. Why don't you ſpeak to ſuſter Pat to do 
ſomething then? I thought when ſhe came home to us 
aſter my old lady's death, ſhe was to have been of 
Tome uſe in the houſe ; but inſtead of that, ſhe ſits 
there all day, reading outlandiſh books, dreſſed like 
a fine madumaſel, and the never a word you ſays to 
ſhe. 32 

Fai. Sirrah, don't ſpeak ſo diſreſpectfully of thy 
ſiſter ; thou wilt never have the tithe of her deſerts. 

Ral. Why I'Il read and write with her for what 
ſhe dares; and as for playing on the hapſicols, I thinks 
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her rich good mother might have learn'd her ſome- 
thing more properer, feeing ſhe did not remember to 


leave her a legacy at laſt. 


Fai. That's none of thy buſineſs, Grraks 40 

Ral. A farmer's wife painting pictures, and play- 
ing on the hapſicols ; why I'll be hang'd now, for all 
as old as ſhe is, if ſhe knows any more about milking 
a cow, than I do of ſewing a petticoat. 

Fai. Ralph, thou haſt been drinking this morning. 

Ral. Well, if ſo be as I have, it's nothing out of 
your pocket, nor mine neither. 

Fai. Who has been giving thee liquor, firrah ? 

| Ral. Why it was wind—a gentleman guve me. 

Fai, A gentleman ! 50 


Kal. Yes, a gentleman that's come piping hot 
from London: he is below at the Cat and Bagpipes ; 


J cod he rides a choice bit of a nag; I dare to ſay 
ſhe'd fetch as good as forty * at ever a fair i in all 


England. 


Fai. A ſig's end for what ſhe'd fetch ; mind thy 
buſineſs, or by the lord Harry 
Kal. Why I won't do another hands turn to-day 
now, ſo that's flat. 

Fai. 'Thou wilt not: 60 

Ral. Why no I wont; ſo what 1 your put- 


ting yourſelf in a paſſion, feyther! I've promiſed to go 


back to the gentleman; and I don't know but what 


he's a lord too, and mayhap he may do more for me 


than you thinks of. 
Fat. Well, ſon Ralph, run thy ** ; but remem- 
ber 1 tell thee, thou wilt repent this untowardneſs. 
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Ral. Why, how ſhall I repent it? Mayhap you'll 
turn me out of your ſervice; a match; with all hearts 
II cod I don't care three braſs pins. 70 


AIR. 
ibals all yau want, who the plague will be ſorry, 
AT were better by half to dig flones in»a quarry ; 

For my ſhare I m qveary of what is got byt « - 
S'fleſb ! here's ſuch a racket, ſuch ſcolding and coiling, 
Youre never content, but when folks are a toiling, 
And drudging like horſes from morning lill night. 


C tio Frece te how 2eu; 
Firſt yonder*s your ſhovel ; your ſacks too I throw you; 
| Henceforavard tale care of your matters quho will ; 
They're welcome to ſlave for your wages who need &m, 
Tol lol derol lol, I have purchas'd my freedom, 81 

And neuer hereafter ball work at the mill. 


6 ed 


SCENE Ii. 


FairFiELD, Parry. 

Fai. Dear heart, dear heart ! I proteſt this ungra- 
cious boy puts me quite beſide myſelf. Patty, my dear 
come down into the yard a little, and keep me com- 
pany—and you, thieyes, vagabonds, gipſies, out here, 
*tis you who debauch my ſon, 
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AIR, 
Pat. In love to pine and languifh, 
Yet know your paſfeon vain ; 


To harbour heartsfelt anguiſh, 99 
Yet fear to tell your pain. | 


What powers unrelenting, 
Severer ulls inventing, 
Can ſharpen pangs like theſe ; 
Where days and nights tormenting, 
Yield not a moment's eaſe ! 


Fai. Well, Patty, Maſter Goodman, my lord's 
ſteward, has been with me juſt now, and I find we are 
like to have great doings ; his lordſhip has brought 
down Sir Harry Sycamore and his family, and there 
is more company expected in a few days. E 

Pat. I know Sir Harry very well; he is by marriage 
a diſtant relation of my lord's. 

Fai. Pray what ſort of a young body is the daugh- 
ter there? I think ſhe uſed to be with you at the caſtle, 
three or four fummers ago, when my young lord was 
out upon his travels. | 

Pat. Oh! very often; ſhe was a great favourite of 
my lady's : pray father is ſhe come down? 109 

Fai. Why you know the report laſt night, about my 
lord's going to be married; by what I can learn ſhe is ; 
and there is likely to be a nearer relationſhip between 
the families, ere long. It ſeems, his lordſhip was not 
over willing for the match, but the friends -on both 
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ſides in London preſſed it ſo hard: then there is a 
ſwinging fortune: maſter Goodman tells me a matter 
of twenty or thirty thouſand pounds. 117 

Pat. If it was a million, father, it would not be more 
than my lord Aimworth deſerves; I ſuppoſe the wed- 
ding will be celebrated here at the manſion-houſe. 

Fai. So it is thought, as ſoon as things can be pro- 
perly prepared And now, Patty, if I could but ſee 
thee a little merry—Come, bleſs thee, pluck up thy 
fpirits—To be ſure thou haſt ſuſtained, in the death 
of thy lady, a heavy loſs ; ſhe was a parent to thee, 
nay, and better, inaſmuch as ſhe took thee when thou 
wert but a babe, and gave thee an education which thy 
natural parents could not afford to do. 


Pat. Ah! dear father, don't mention what, perhaps, 
has been my greateſt misfortune. 130 


Fai. Nay then, Patty, what's become of all thy 
ſenſe, that people talk ſo much about? But J have 
ſomething to ſay to thee which I would have thee con- 
ſider ſeriouſly.——T believe I need not tell thee, my 
child, that a young maiden, after ſhe is marriageable, 
eſpecially if ſhe has any thing about her to draw 
people's notice, is liable to ill tongues, and a many 
croſs accidents ; fo that the ſooner ſhe's out of harm's 
way the better. 

Pat. Undoubtedly, father, there are people enough 
who watch every opportunity to gravity their own 
malice; but when a young woman's conduct is un- 
blameable—— | 142 

Fai. Why, Patty, there may be ſomething in that ; 
but you know ſlander will leave ſpots, where malice 
finds none: I ſay then, a young woman's beſt fafe- 


get thee in, then, and leave me to manage it. 
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guard 1s a good huſband. Now there is our neigh- 


bour, Farmer Giles; he is a ſober, honeſt, induſtrious 
young fellow, and one of the wealthieſt in theſe parts; 
he is greatly taken with thee; and it is not the firſt 
time I have told thee I ſhould be glad to have Him for 


a a ſon-in-law. 151 
Pat. And TI have told you as often, father, I would 


ſubmit myſelf entirely to your direction; whatever 


you think proper for me, is ſo. 


Fai. Why that's ſpoken like a dutiful, eee 


Perhaps our neighbour Giles is not a gentleman; but 


what are the greateſt pre of our country gentlemen 


good for ? i 159 

Pat. Very true, father. The ſentiments, indeed, 
have frequently little correſpondence with the condi- 
tion; and it is according to them alone we ought to 


regulate our eſteem. 


AIR. 


MM bat are outward forms and ſbeaus, 
To an honeſt heart compar d? 
Oft the ruſtic, wanting thoſe, 
Has. the nobler portion ſhar'd, 


Oft wwe ſee the homely floauer 
Bearing at the hedge's fide 
Virtues of more ſov'reign power | 170 


Than the garden's gaygſt pride. 


B 3 
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SCENE TI. 


FairFIELD, GiIESs. 


- Giles, Well, maſter Fairfield, you and Miſs Pat 
have had a long diſcourſe together; did you tell her 
that I was come down? 
Fai. No, in truth, friend Giles; but 1 3 
our affair at a diſtance; and I think there is no fear. 
. Giles. That's right and when ſhall us Vou do 
know 1 have told you my mind oſten and often. 
Fiai. Farmer, give us thy hand; nobody doubts 
thy good will to me and my girl; and you may take 
my word, | would rather give her to thee than an- 
other; for I am main certain thou wilt make her a 
good huſband. < SS 
Giles, Thanks to your good opinion, maſter Fair- 
field ; if ſuch be my ___ I __ there wall be no o cauſe 
of complaint. 
Fai. AndI promiſe thee my daughter will make 
thee a choice wife. But thou know'ft, friend Giles, 
that I, and all belongs to me, have great obligations 
to lord Aimworth's family; Patty, in particular, 
would be one of the moſt ungrateful wretches this 
day breathing if ſhe was to do the ſmalleſt thing con- 
trary to their conſent and approbation, | 193 
Giles. Nay, nay, *tis well enough known to all the 
country, ſhe was the old lady's darling. : | 
Fai. Well, maſter Giles, I'll aſſure thee ſhe is not 
one whit leſs obliged to my lord himſelf. When his 
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mother was taken off ſo ſuddenly, and his affairs called 
him up to London, if Patty would have remained at the 
caſtle, ſhe might have had the command of all; or if 
ſne would have gone any where elſe, he would have 
py. for her fixing, let the coſt be what it would. 202 

Giles. Why for that manner, folks did not ſpare to 
ſay, that my lord had a ſort of a ſneaking kindneſs 
for her himſelf: and I remember, at one time, it was 
rife all about the neighbourhood, that ſhe was actually 
to be our lady. . 

Fai. Pho, pho! a pack of woman's tales. 

Giles. Nay, to be ſure they'll ſay any thing. 209 

Fai. My lord's a man of a better way of thinking, 
friend Giles—but this is neither here nor there to our 
buſineſs Have you been at the caſtle yet? 212 

Giles. Who II Bleſs your heart I did not hear a 
ſyllable of his lordſhip's being come down, till your 
lad told me. 

' Fai. No! why then go up to my lord, let him 
know you have a mind to make a match with my 
daughter ; hear what he has to ſay: to it; and after- 
wards we will try if we can't ſettle matters. 219 

Gilzs. Go up to my lord! I cod if that be all, I'll 
do it with the biggeſt pleaſure in life. —But where's 
Miſs Pat? Might one not ax her how ſhe do? 

Fai. Never ſpare it ; ſhe's within there. 
| Giles. I ſees her—odd rabbit it, this hatch is locked 
now———Miſs Pat—Miſs Patty—She makes believe 


not to hear me. 
' Fai. Well, wall never mind thou'lt come and 


eat a . of dinner with us. 
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_ Giles. Nay, but juſt to have a bit of a joke with her 


i preſent——Miſs Pat, I ſay——won't you open the 
door ? | 231 
AIR. 
Hark ! tis I your own true lover, 


After walling three long miles, 
One kind look at leaſt diſcover, 
Come and ſpeak a word to Giles. 
You alone my heart I fix on + 
Ah, you little cunning vixen / 
I can fee your roguiſh ſmiles. 
 Adiflids ! my mind is fo pofef 
Till were ſped, I ſhan't have rel; 240 
Only fay the thing's a bargain, 
Here an you like it, 
f Ready to ftrike it, 
There's at once an end of arguing : 
I'm her's, ſhe's mine; | 
| Thus ae ſeal, and thus we ſign. 


th 


- 


SCENE IT. 


Fane, Parry. 3 
Fai. Patty, child, why would'ſt not thou open the 


ww for- our neighbour Giles ? 
Pat. Really father, I did not know what was the 
matter. e 


Fai. Well, another time; he'll be here again pre- 


ſently. He's * up to the 8 Fatty; ; thou 
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know'ſt it would not be right for us to do any thing 
without giving his lordſhip intelligence, ſo I have ſent 
the farmer to let him know that he is willing, and we 
are willing ; and with his lordſhip's approbation— 

Pat. Oh dear father—what are you going to ſay? 
Fai. Nay child, I would not have ſtirr'd a ftep for 

fifty pounds, without advertiſing his lordſhip before- 
hand. | 260 

Pat. But "IVE ſurely, you have. not done this 
raſh, this precipitate thing. 

Fai. How raſh, how 1 is it raſh, Patty ? I don't un- 
derſtand thee. 

Pat. Oh, you have diſtreſſed me beyond imagina- 
tion—but why would you not give me notice, ſpeak 
to me firſt? 

ai. 1 han't I ſpoken to thee an hundred times? 
No, Patty, *tis thou that would'ſt diſtreſs me, and 
thou'lt break my heart. 270 
Pat. Dear father! ; 

Fai. All I deſire is to ſee thee well ſettled; and now 
that I am likely to do ſo, thou art not contented ; I 


am fure the farmer is as ſightly a clever lad as any 


in the country; and is he not as good as we? 


Pat. Tis very true, father; I am to blame; pray 


forgive me. 


Fai. Forgive thee! Lord help thee, my child, Jam 


not angry with thee; but quiet thyſelf, Patty, and 
thou'lt ſee all this will turn out for the beſt. 280 
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SCENE V. 


Parry. 


What will become of me — my lord will certainly 
imagine this is done with my conſent— Well, is he 
not himſelf going to be married to a lady, ſuitable to 
him in rank, ſuitable to him in fortune, as this farmer 
is to me; and under what pretence can J refuſe the 1 
huſband my father has found for me ! Shall I fay 
that I have dared to raiſe my inclinations above my 
condition, and preſumed to love, where my duty 
taught me only gratitude and reſpect? Alas! who 
could live in the houſe with lord Aimworth, ſee him, 
converſe with him, and not love him ! I have this 
conſolation, however, my folly is yet undiſcover'd to 
any; elſe, how ſhould 1 be ridiculed and deſpiſed ; 
nay, would not my lord himſelf deſpiſe me, eſpecially, 
if he knew that I have more than once conſtrued his 
natural affability and politeneſs into ſentiments as un- 
worthy of him, as mine are bold and extravagant. 
Unexampled vanity ! did I poſſeſs any thing capable 
of attracting ſuch a notice, to what purpoſe conld a 
man of his diſtinction caſt his eyes on a girl, poor, 
meanly born, and indebted for every thing t to the ill- 
placed wy of his family? 2 8 302 


. AIR. 
Ah ! why ſhould fate, purſuing 
A wretched thing like me, 
Heap ruin thus on ruin, 


And add to miſery * 
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The griefs 1 languiſb'd under, 

In. ſecret let me ſhare ; 
But this new ſirole of thunder, 


1s more than I can bear. 310 


oe 


SCENE VI. 


Changes to a Chamber in Lord AruworTh'*s Houſe. 
SIR HARRY SYCAMORE, THEODOSIA. 


S. Har. Well, but- Theodoſia, child, you are quite 
unreaſonable. 

The. Pardon me, papa, it is not I am unreaſonable: 
when I gave way to my inclinations for Mr. Mervin, 

he did not ſeem leſs agreeable to you and my mama 
than he was acceptable to me. It is, therefore, you 
have been unreaſonable, in ſirſt encouraging his ad- 
dreſſes, and afterwards forbidding him your houſe, 
in order to bring me down here, to force me on a 
gentleman- 320 

S. Har. Force you, Doſſy, what FR you mean ! By 
the la, I would not force you on the Czar of Muſcovy. 

The. And yet, papa, what elſe can you call it? for 
tho! lord Aimworth is extremely attentive and oblig- 
ing, I aſſure you he is by no means one of the moſt 
ardent of lovers. 

S. Har. Ardent, ah ! there it is; = girls never 
think there is any love, without kiſſing and hugging 3 
but you ſhould conſider, child, my lord Aimworth is 
a polite man, and has been abroad in France _ 

Italy, where theſe things are not the faſhion; I re- 
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member when I was on my travels, among the ma- 
dames and ſignoras, we never ſaluted more than the 
tip of the ear. 334 
The. Really, papa, you have a very ſtrange opinion 
of my delicacy ; I had no ſuch ſtuff in my thoughts. 
S. Har. Well come, my poor Doſſy, I ſee you are 
chagrin'd, but you know it is not my fault; on the con- 
trary, I aſſure you, I had always a great regard for 
young Mervin, and. ſhould have been very glad 
The. How then, papa, could you join in forcing me 
to write him that ſtrange letter, never to ſee me 
more; or how indeed could I comply with your com- 
mands ? what muſt he think of me? 3344 
S. Har. Ay, but hold, Doſſy, your mama convinced 
me that he was not ſo proper 's ſon-in-law for us as 
Lord Aimworth. 
The. Convinced you! Ah, my dear papa, _—_ were 
not convinced. 
S. Har. What don't I know when J am convinced? 
The. Why no, papa ; becauſe your good-nature 


and eaſineſs of temper is ſuch, that you pay more re- 


ſpe& to the judgment of mama, and leſs to your own, 
than you ought to do. 354 

S. Har. Well, but Doſſy, don't you ſee how your 
mama loves me; if my finger does but ache, ſhe's like 
a bewitched woman; and, if I was to die, I don't be- 
lieve ſhe would An the burying of me: nay ſhe 
has told me as much herſelf. 

The. Her fondneſs indeed is very extraordinary. 

S. Har. Beſides, could you give up the proſpect of 
being a counteſs, and miſtreſs ef this fine place? 

' The. Yes, truly could. I. 363 


der l. THE MAID OF THE MILL, 23 


AIR. 
With the man that I love, was 7 deflin'd to dwell, 


On a mountain, a moor, in a cot, in a cell, 


Retreats the moſt barren, moſt deſert, would be 


More pleaſing than courts or a palace to me. 1 


Let the vain and the venal, in wedlock aſpire 

To what folly efteems, and the vulgar admire ; 

1 yield them the bliſs, where their wiſhes are Placed, 370 
Inſenfible creatures tie all I can taſte. 


—_— 


SCENE PIE. © 


: * 


Six HARRY, THEODOSIA, Lady SYCAMORE. 


TL. Syc. Sir Harry, where are you? 

S. Har. Here, my lamb. 

L. Syc. I am juſt come from looking over his lord- 
ſhip's family trinkets. Well, Miſs Sycamore, you 
are a happy creature, to have diamonds, equipage, title, 
all the bleſſings of life pour'd thus upon you at once. 

The. Bleſſings, madam ! Do you think then I am 


ſuch a wretch as to place my felicity in the poſſeſſion 
of any ſuch trumpery. .; a0 


L. Syc. Upon my word, Miſs, you have a very diſ- 
dainful manner of expreſſing yourſelf; I believe 
there are very few young women of faſhion, who 
would think any ſacrifice they could make too much for 
them.— Did you ever hear the like of her, Sir Harry? 
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S. Har. Why, my dear, I have juſt been talking to 
her in the ſame ſtrain, but whatever ſhe has got in 
her head 388 

L.'Syc. Oh, it is Mr. Mervin, her gentleman of 
Bucklerſbury,—Fye, Miſs, marry a cit! Where is 
your pride, your vanity ; have you nothing of "ond 
ſon of diſtin&ion about you ? 

S. Har, Well, but my lady, you know Lama piece 
of a cit myſelf, as I may Yay, for my great-grandfather 
was a dry-ſalter, 

The. And yet, madam, you vogilfoendes to marry 
my papa. 5 1 
IT. He. Well, if I did mils, I had hat five thouſand 

pounds to my portion, and Sir Harry knows I was 
paſt eight and thirty, before 1 would liſten to him. 

S. Har. Nay, Doſſy, that's true, your mama own'd 
eight and thirty, before we were married: but by the 
la, my dear, you were a lovely angel ; and by candle- 
light nobody would have taken you for above five and 
twenty. 5 405 
I. Se. Sir Harry, you remember the laſt time I 

was at my lord duke's. 
S. Har. Ves, my love, it was 8 day your Little 
bitch Minxey pupt. | 

L. Sye. And pray what did the whole family ay ; ; 
my lord John, and my lord Thqmas, and my lady Du- 


cheſs in particular? Couſin, ſays her Grace to me— 
for ſhe always called me confin— 413 

"The. Well, but madam, to cut this matter ſhort at 
once, my father has a great regard for Mr. Mervin, 
and would confent to our union with all his heart. | 
L. Syc. Do you ſay fo, Sir Harry? 
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F. Har. Who, I, love! ; 
L. Sc. Then all my care and prudence are come 


to nothing. 420 


S. Har. Well, but ſtay my, Zady—Dolly, you arg 
always making miſchief, _ 

The. Ah! my dear ſweet 

I. Syc. Do mils, that's right, coax 

The. 'No, nen Jam not capable of any ſuch 
meanneſs. 


L. Syc. Tis ry civil of me to contradict me hows 


ever. 


S. Hur. Eh! ! what's mn off Doſſy, don* t 
come near me. | 430 


AIR. 


My how now miſs pert, 
Do you think to divert 
My anger by fawning and ſtroking ? 
Would you make me a fool 
Your play-thing, your tool ? 
Was ever young minx ſo provoking ? 
Get out of my fight, | 
*T wwould be ſerving you right, 
To lay a ſound doſe of the laſh on; 
Doe a mind by the la! 
But I *von't put myſelf in a paſſion. 
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SCENE VIII. 


= } 5 | 0 
Six HARRY, LADY Sycamore, Lord AlMwokrn, 
5 GILES. | 


TL. Aim. Come farmer, you may come in, there are 
none here but friends.—Sir Harry, your ſervant. 

S. Har. My lord, I kiſs your lordſhip's hands—I1 
hope he did not overhear us ſquabbling—* I have 
been chattering here with my wife and daughter, 
* my lord We have been examining your lord- 
& ſhip's pictures. 449 

L. Aim. ] flatter myſelf, then her ladyſhip found 
&« ſomething to entertain her; there are a few of 
&« them counted tolerable.” Well now, maſter 
Giles what is it you have got to ſay to me? If I can 
do you any ſervice, this company will give you leave 
to ſpeak. | 
. Giles. I thank your lordſhip, I has not got a great 
deal to ſay; I do come to your lordſhip about a little 
buſineſs, if you'll pleaſe to give me the hearing. 458 

T. Aim. Certainly, only let me know what it is. 

Giles. Why an pleaſe you my lord, being left alone, 
as I may ſay, feyther dead, and all the buſineſs upon 
my own hands, I do think of ſettling and taking a 
wife, and am come to ax your honour's conſent. 

L. Aim. My conſent, farmer ! if that be neceſſary, 
you have it with all my heart hope you have taken 
care to make a prudent choice. 

Giles. Why I do hope ſo, my lord. 
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L. Aim. Well, and who is the happy fair one? Does 
ſhe live in my houſe ? 469 

Giles. No, my lord, ſhe does not live in your houſe, 
but ſhe's a parſon of your acquaintance. 

IT. Aim. Of my acquaintance! 

Giles. No offence, I hope your honour. | 

L. Aim. None in the leaſt : but how is me an ac- 
quaintance of mine ? 

Giles. Your lordſhip do know Miller Fairkeld ? 
I. Aim. Well 
Giles. And Patty Fairfield, his daughter, my lord ? 

L. Aim. Ay is it her you think of marrying ? | 

Giles. Why, if ſo be as your lordſhip has no objec- 
tion; to be ſure we will do nothing without your con- 
ſent and approbation. 5:1". "90S 

I. Aim. Upon my word, farmer, you have made an 
excellent choice It is a god-daughter of my motherꝰs, 
madam, who was bred up under her care, and JI pro- 
teſt I do not know a more amiable young woman. 
But are you ſure, farmer, that Patty herſelf is inclin- 
able to this match. 

Giles, 'O yes, my lord T am ſartain of that. 489 

L. Aim. Perhaps then ſhe deſired you to come and 
aſk my conſent ? 

Giles, Why as far as this here, my lord; to be ſc ure, 
the miller Aid not care to publiſh the banns, without 
making your lordſhip acquainted—But I hope your 
honour's not angry with 1. 

L. Aim. Angry farmer! why ſhould you think ſo?— 
what intereſt have I in it tobe angry ? 

S. Har. And fo, honeſt farmer, you are going to 
be married to little Patty Fairfield? She's an old ac- 
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quaintance of mine; how long have you and ſhe been 
ſweethearts? a 501 

Giles. Not a long while, an pleaſe your worſhip. 

S. Har. Well, het father's a good warm fellow ; 1 
ſuppoſe you take care that ſhe brings ſomething to 
make the pot boil ? 

L. Syc. What does that concern you; Sir W 
how often muſt J tell you of meddling in other peo- 
ple's affairs? 

S. Har. My lord, a penny for your thoughts. 509 

Li. Aim. I beg your pardon, Sir Harry; upon my 
word, I did not think where I was. Fil 


. Giles. Well then, your honour, Pll make bold to 
be taking my leave; I may ſay you gave conſent for 


Miſs Patty and I to go on. 

L. Aim. Undoubtedly, farmer, if ſhe approves of 
it: but are you not afraid that her education has ren- 
dered her a little unſuitable for a wife for you ? | 

TL. Se. Oh my lord, if the girl's handy 


S. Har. Oh, ay—when a girl's handy—— 519 


Giles. Handy! Why, ſaving reſpect, there's nothing 
comes amiſs to her; ſhe's cute at every varſal kind of 
thing. 


ITY AIR. 


Odds my life, ſearch England over, 
An you match her in her flation, | 
PII be bound to fly the nation; 

And be fure as duell love her. 
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Do but feel niy- heart a beating, 
Still her pretty name repeating, 
Here's the work tis alevayt at, 
Pitty, patty, put, pit, pat. $39 


When ſhe makes the muſic tinkle, 
What on yearth- can ſaueeter be? 

Then her little eyes ſo tævin lle 
"Tis a ff to hear and | ſee. 


* 
2 


SCENE IX. 


Lokp Alnwonxrn, Six Harky, Lapy SYCAMORE: 


S. Har. By dad this is a good merry fellow, is not 
he in love, with his pitty patty—And ſo my lord you 


have given your conſent that he ſhall marry your mo- 


ther*s old houſekeeper. Ah, well, I can ſee 

L. Aim. Nobody doubts, Sir Harry, that you are 
very clear-ſighted. _ 540 

S. Har. Yes, yes, let me alone, I know what's 
what : I was a young fellow once myſelf; and I ſhould 
have been glad of a tenant, to take a pretty girl off 
my hands now and then, as well as another. 

L. Aim. I proteſt my dearfriend, Ldon't underſtand 
you. 

L. Se. Nor e elſe Sir Harry you are going 
at ſome beaſtlineſs now. 548 

S. Har. Who I, my lady? Not I, as I hope to live 
and breathe ; tis nothing to us you know, what my 
lord does before he's married; when I was a bachelor; 


ESTs 
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I was a devil among the wenches, myſelf; and yet J 


vow to George, my lord, ſince I knew my lady Syca- 


more, and we ſhall be man and wife eighteen years, 
if we live till next Candlemas-day, I never had to 
rem 

Z. Se. Sir Harry, come out of the room, I deſire, 


S. Har. Why, what's the matter, my lady, I did 


not ſay any harm? 559 

I. Hc. I ſee what es are driving at, you want to 
make me faint. 

S. Har. I want to make you faint, my lady! 

L. Syc. Yes you do—and if you don't come out this 
inſtant I ſhall fall down in the chamber beg, my 
lord, you won't ſpeak to him.— Will you come out, 
Sir Harry 

FS. Har. Nay, but my lady! | 
I. He. No, I will have you out. ' F568 


lh. AMD. — . * 


SCENE X. 


Lonxp A1MwoRTH. 


This worthy Baronet, and his lady, are certainly a 
very whimſical couple; however, their daughter is 
perfectly amiable in every reſpect: and yet I am ſorry 
I have brought her down here; for can I in honour 
marry her, while my affections are engaged to another? 
To what does the pride of condition and the cenſure 


of the world force me! Muſt I then renounce the 


only perſon that can make me happy ; becauſe, be- 
cauſe what ? becauſe ſhe's a miller” 8 daughter ? Vain 


* 1 e 3 * 
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pride, and unjuſt cenſure ! has ſhe not all the graces 
that education can give her ſex ; improved by a genius 
ſeldom found among the higheſt ? has ſhe not mo- 
deſty, ſweetneſs of temper, and beauty of perſon, ca- 
pable of adorning a rank the moſt exalted ? But it is 
too late to think of theſe things now; my hand is 
promiſed, my honour engaged: and if it was not ſo, 
ſhe has engaged herſelf; the farmer is a perſon. to 
her mind, and J have authorized their union by my 
approbation. 587 


Sed AIR. 
The mad. man thus, at times, we ſee 
Mb ſeeming reaſon bleſl; - 
His looks, his words, his thoughts are free, 


; But ſhort the calms of eaſe and ſenſe, 
And ah! uncertain too; 
While that idea lives from whence 
At firſt his frenzy grew. 595 
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SCENE XI. 


Changes to the praſpec of the mill 
Enter Rara, with Mx vix, in a riding dreſs, 
followed by Fanny. 


Yam. Ah, pray your honour, try if you have not 
ſomething to ſpare for poor Fanny the gipley. 
C 


34 THE MAID OF THE MILL. Ac. 
Kal. I tell you, Fan, the gentleman has no change 
about him; why the plague will you be fo trouble. 
fome ? 600 
Fan. Lord what is it to you, if his honour has a 
mind to give me a trifle ? Do pray, A put 
your hand in your pocket 
Mer. Iam almoſt diſtracted! Ungrateful Theodoſia, 
to change fo ſuddenly, and write me fach a letter 
| However, I am reſolved to have my diſmiſſion face to 


face; this letter may be forced from her by her mo- 


ther, who I know was never cordially my friend: 1 
could not get a fight of her in London, but here they 


will be leſs an their guard; and fe hee L will, by one 


means or other, | 611 
Fan. Then your honour will not eee cha- 


rity ? 
> tw 
Jam young; and I am friendſs, 

And poor, ala! eoithal ; 
Sure my ſorrows will be endl; 

| In vain for help ¶ call. 
Have ſome pity in your nature, 
To reheve a wretched creature, 


Though the gift be nei er ſo ſmall. 620 


May you, poſſeſſing every bleſſmy, 
And never know what it it ts wwant ; 
Sæueet heaven, your worſhip all happineſs grant. 
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' SCENE XII. 


RA rh, Mexvix. 


Ral. Now I'll go and take that money from her 
and I have good mind to lick her, ſo I have. | 

Mer. Pho, pr'ythee ſtay where you are. 

Ral. Nay, but I hate to. ſee a toad ſo deviliſh 
greedy. 629 
Mer. Well come, ſhe has not got a great deal, and 
[ haye thought how ſhe may do me a favour in her 
turn. 

Ral. Ay, but you way put that out of your head, 
for I can tell you ſhe won't. 

Mer. How fo! | 

Ral. How ſo, why ſhe's as cunning as the Devil. 

Mer. O ſhe is fancy I underſtand you. Well, 
in that caſe, friend Ralph-———Your name's _ I 
think? 639 

Ral. Ves, ſir, at your ſervice, for want of a better. 

Mer. I ſay then, friend Ralph, is that caſe, we will 
remit the favor you think of, till the lady is in a more 
complying humour, and try if ſhe cannot ſerve me at 
preſent in ſome other capacity There are a good 
many gipſies hereabout, are there not? 

Ral. Softly—T have a whole gang of them here in 
our barn; I have kept them about the place theſe 
three months, and all on account of ſhe. | 

Mer. Really. 649 

Bal. Vea but for your life don't ſay 6 wind af 
it to any Chriſtian I am in loye with her. G51 

| C2 
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Mer. Indeed ! 

Ral. Feyther is as mad with me about it, as Old 
Scratch ; and I gets the plague and all of anger ; but 
I don't mind that. 

Mer. Well, friend Ralph, if you are in love, no 
doubt you have ſome influence over your miſtreſs; 

don't you think you could prevail upon her, and her 
companions, to ſupply me with one of their habits, 
and let me go up with them to-day to my lord Aim- 
worth's. 661 

Ral. Why do you want to go a mumming ? We 
never do that here but in the Chriſtmas holidays. 

Mer. No matter : manage this for me, and manage 
it with ſecreſy; and I promiſe you ſhall not go un- 
rewarded. 

Ral. Oh! as for that fir, I don't look for any 
thing; I can eaſily get you a bundle of their rags: 


but I don't know whether you'll prevail on them to 


go up to my lord's, becauſe they're afraid of a big 
dog that's in the yard: but I'll tell you what I can 
do; J can go np before you and have the dog faſt 
end, for I know his kennel. W 
- Mer. That will do very well By means of this 
diſguiſe I ſhall probably get a fight of her; and I 
leave the reſt to love and fortune. 


85 AIR. 
Why quits the merchant, bleft with eaſe, 
The pleaſures of his native ſeat, 
To tempt the dangers of the ſeas, 
And crimes more perilous than theſe ; 680 
Midh freezing cold, or ſcorching heat. 


XI OO &Y 0 
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AcTl. | 
er! He knows the hardſhips, knows the pain, 
0) The length of way, but thinks it ſmall ; 

s Old The ſweets of what he hopes to gain, 


" ; but o Undaunted, mafe him combat all. 
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SCENE XIII. 


in May 


haſte and tell you 
deadly glad. 


lord's at all, farmer. 


Giles. Nay, I only did as I was deſired 


him. 


Pat. Brother, I ſhall obey my father. 


Giles. Miſs Pat! 

Pat. ba? 

Giles. Nay, I only ſpoke : 

Ral. Take courage, mon, ſhe does but jole, 
Come, Sufter, ſomewhat kinder be. 


80 


Parry, RALPH, GILESs, Fanny. 


Giles. So his lordſhip was as willing as the flowers 
and as I was coming along, who ſhou'd I 
meet but your father——and he bid me run in all 
—for we were ſure you would be 

690 
Pat. T know not what buſineſs you | had to go to my 


Maſter 
Fairfield bid me tell you moreover, as how he wou'd 
have you go up to my lord out of * and thank 


Ral. So ſhe ought ; * take off thoſe cloaths, and 
put on what's more becoming her ſtation ; you know 
my father ſpoke to you of that this l too. 
700 
Lye flill my heart ; oh |! fatal ſtroke, 

T hat kills at once m y _ and me. 
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Fan. This it a thing the moſt oda, 
Were «oe in the cafe, "10 
Ral. Fan. 175 be in their place, 
| Me'd carry it off with a different face. 
Giles. Thus I take her by the lily hand, 
So /oft and white, 
Ral. Why now that's right ; 
And kiſs her too, mon, never fland, 
What words can explain 


My pleaſure—my pain? 

Pat. Giles, It preſſes, it riſes, 

858 My heart it ſurpriſes, 720 

I can't keep it docon, tho I'd never fo fain, 

Fan. So here the play ends, 

The lovers are friends ; 

Ral. Huſh! 

Fan, — Tub ! 

Giles. Nah 

Pat. — — Ha! 


All. What torment's exceeding, what joys are above, 


The pans and the pleafures that wait upon love. 


>< 
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720 
fain, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
A marble portico, ornamonted with flatues, which opens 
from Lord AiuworTn's houſe 5 tuo chairs near the 
_” 


Enter Lord Aluwox rn reading. 


Is how contemptible a light would the ſituation I am 
now in ſhew me to moſt of the fine men of the pre- 
ſent age ? In love with a. country girl; rivalled by a 
poor fellow, one of my meaneſt tenants, and uneaſy 
at it! If I had a mind to her, I know they would tell 
me, I ought to have taken care to make myſelf eaſy 
long ago, when I had er in my power. But J have 
the teſtimony of my own heart in my favour; and I 


think, was it to do again, I ſhould act as I have done. 


Let's ſee, what we have here? perhaps a book may 
compole my thoughts; [reads and throws the bookaway ] 
it's to no purpoſe, I can't en, J can't think, I can't 
do any thing, 13 


AIR. 


Ah ! how wvainly mortals treaſure 
Hepes of happineſs and pleaſure, 
Hard and doubtful to obtain; 
By what flandards falſe we meaſure : 
Sll purſuing 
Ways to ruin, | 
Secking bliſs, and finding pain. 20 
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SCENE ZI. 


Logd AimworTH, PATTY: 


Pat. Now comes the trial: no, my ſentence 1s al. 
ready pronounc'd, and I will meet my fate with pru- 
dence and. reſolution. 

L. Aim. Who's there? 

Pat. My lord ! 

I. Aim. Patty Fairfield ! 

Pat. 1 humbly beg pardon, my lord, for TY 
ſo. abruptly into your preſence ; but I was told I 
might walk this way ; and I am come by my father's 
commands to thank your lordſhip for all your fa- 
vours. "> Tt 

L. Aim. Favours, Patty ! what favours ? ? J hare 
done you none : but why this metamorphoſis ? I pro- 
teſt, if you had not ſpoke, I ſhould not have 
known you; I never ſaw you wear ſuch clothes as 
theſe in my mother's life-time. 

Pat. No, my lord, it was her ladyſhip's n [ 
ſhould wear better, and therefore I obey'd; but it is 
now my duty to dreſs in a manner more ſuitable to 
my ſtation, and future proſpects in life. 40 

L. Aim. I am afraid, Patty, you are too humble— 
come, fit down—nay, I will have it ſo.—What is it 1 
have been told menus Patty ? It ſeems you are going 
to be married. 

Pat. Ves, my lord. N 
L. Aim. Well, and don't you think you could have 


made a better choice than farmer Giles? I ſhould 


T II, 


ru· 
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imagine your perſon, your accompliſhments, might 
have intitled you to look higher. 49 

Pat. Your lordſhip is pleaſed to over-rate my little 
merit: the education 1 received in your family does 
not intitle me to forget my origin; and the farmer is 
my equal. 

L. Aim. In what reſpec ? The degrees of rank and 
fortune, my dear Patty, are arbitrary diſtinctions, un- 
worthy the regard of thoſe who conſider juſtly ; the 
true ſtandard of equality is ſeated. in the mind : thoſe 
who think nobly are noble. . 

Pat. The farmer, my lord, is a very honeſt man. 

L. Aim. So he may: I don't ſuppoſe he would 
break into a houſe, or commit a robbery on the higt.- 
way: what do you tell me of his honeſty for? 

Pat. I did not mean to.offend your lordſhip. 

L. Aim. Offend ! I am not offended, Patty; not at 
all offended But is there any great merit in a man's 
being honeſt ? 5 

Pat. I don't ſay there is, my lord. 
L. Aim. The farmer is an ill- bred, illiterate booby; 


and what happineſs can you propoſe to yourſelf in 


ſuch a ſociety? Then, as to his perſon, I am ſure 
But perhaps, Patty, you like him; and. if ſo, I am 
doing a wrong thing. 72 
Pat. Upon my word, my lord: we 

L. Aim. Nay, I ſee you do: he has had the good 


fortune to pleaſe you; and in that caſe, you are-cer- 


tainly in the right to follow. your inclinations. I muſt 


tell you one thing, Patty, however hope you won't 


think it unfriendly of me——But I am determined 
C 3. | 
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farmer Giles ſhall not ſtay a moment on my eſtate, 
after next quarter- day. 8 

Pat. I hope, my lord, he has not incurred your 
difpleafure—— 

L. Aim. That's of no Gonification.—Could I find 
as many good qualities in him as you do, perhaps 
But tis enough, he's a fellow I don't like; and as you 
have a regard for him, I would have you adviſe him 
do provide himſelf. 

Pat. My lord, I am very unfortunate. 88 

L. Aim. She loves him, *tis plain Come, Patty, 
don't cry; I would not willingly do any thing to 
make you unealy.—Have yon ſeen Miſs Sycamore 
yet I ſappoſe ponds mation: and e © be 
married. 

Pat. So I hear, my lord. Heaven make you 
both happy ! 

I. Aim. Thank you, Patty; 1 hope we thall be 
happy. 

Pat. Upon my knees, ypon my knees 1 pray it: 
may every earthly blifs attend you! may your days 
prove an uninterrupted courſe of delightful tranquil- 
lity ; and your mutual friendſhip, confidence and love, 
end but with your hves! : 102 

L. Aim. Riſe, Patty, riſe ; ſay no more ſuppoſe 
you'll wait upon Miſs Sycamore before you go away 
at preſent J have a little buſineſs As I ſaid, Patty, 
don't afflict yourſelf: I have been ſomewhat haſty 
with regard to the farmer; but fince I fee how deep- 
ly you are interefted in his affairs, I may poſſibly 
alter my deſigns with * to him You know 
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You know, Patty, your marriage with him is ao con- 
cern of mine I only ſpeak—— | 111 


| AIR. | 
My paſſion in vain I attempt to difſemble ; 
Th endeavour to hide it, but makes it appear + 
Enraptur d I gaze, when I touch her I tremble, 
And ſpeak to and hear her, ith falt ring and fear. 


By how many e ideas teemanted'? 


My Blood's in a ferment ; it freezes, it burns 
This moment 1 wiſh, what the next is repented ; 
While love, rage, and jealouſy, rack me by turns. 119 
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SCENE III. 
Party, GirEs. 


Giles. Miſs Pat Odd rabbit it, I thought his honour 
was here; and I wiſh I may die if my heart did not 
jump into my mouth—Come, come down in all haſte, 
there's ſuch rig below as you never knew in your born 
days. | 

% Pat. Rig! : 

* Giles. Ay, and fun? There's as good as forty of 
the tenants, men and maidens, have got upon the lawn 
before the caſtle, with pipers and gar lands; juft for 
all the world as tho'f it was Mayday; and the qua- 
lity's looking at them out of the windows Tis as 
true as any thing ; on account of my lord's coming 
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home with his new lady Look here, I have brought 
4 a ftring of flowers along with me. 133 

Pat. Well, and what then ? 

Giles. Why I was thinking, if ſo be as you would 
come down, as we might take a dance together: little 
Sal, farmer Harrow's daughter, of the Green, would 
fain have had me for a partner; but I ſaid as how I'd 
go for one 1 liked better, one that I'd make a partner 
for life. | 140 

Pat. Did you ſay ſo? _ 

Giles. Yes, and ſhe was ſtruck all of a heap——hhe 
had not a word to throw to a dog—tor Sal and I kept 
company once for a little bit. 

Pat. Farmer, 1 am going to ſay ſomething to you, 
and I defire you will liſten to it attentively. It ſeems 
you think of our being married tqgether. 

Giles. Think! why I think ef ndthing elſe ; it's all 


and you would not. believe what game folks make of 
me. 2+ 7 = 
Pat. Shall I talk to you like a friend, farmer— 
' You and I were never deſigned for one another; and 
I am morally certain we ſhould not be happy. 
Giles. Oh! as for that matter, I never has no words 
with nobody. | 


Pat. Shall I ſpeak Plainer to pow 4 then—1 don't 
hike you. 


Giles. No! | 5 19 
Pa. On the e you are + diſigreeabl to 
men 161 


Giles. Am TI! Drs 
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t Pat: Yes, of all things : I deal with you ſincerely. 
3 Seiler. Why, I thought, Miſs Pat, the affair between 
| you and I was all fix*d and ſettled. | 

Pat. Well, let this undeceive you Be aſſured we 
ſhall never be man and wife. No offer ſhall perſuade, 
no command force me.—You know my mind, make 
your advantage of it. 


AIR. 
Was I ſure a life to lead, 170 
MWretched as the vilgſt ſlave, 
Every hard/hiþ would I brave ; 
Rudęſt toil, ſevereſt need; 
Ere yield my hand fv coolly, 
To the man who never, truly, 
Could my heart in keeping have. 


. Wealth with. others fſuceeſs will inſure you, 

Where your wit and your perſon may pleaſe ; 
Tale to them your love, I conjure you, 

And in mercy ſet me at eaſe. 180. 


SCENE IF. 


GiLEs.. 

Here's a turn ! I don't know what to make of it: 
the's gone mad, that's for ſartin; wit and learning 
have crack'd her brain Poor ſoul, poor ſoul 
It is often the caſe of thoſe who have too much of 
them. —Lord, Lord, how ſorry I be-—But hold, ſhe 
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ſays I baint to her mind - mayn't all this be the effect 
of modiſh coyneſs, to do like the gentle women, be- 
cauſe ſhe was bred among them? And I have heard 
Gy, they will be upon their vixen tricks, till they go 

into the very church with a man. Icod there's no- 
thing more likelier ; for it is the cry of one and all, 
that ſhe's the moral of a lady in every thing : and our 
farmer's daughters, for the matter of that, tho'f they 
have nothing to boaſt of but a ſcrap of red ribbon 
about their hats, will have as many turnings and wind- 
ings as a hare, before one can lay a faſt hold of them. 
There can no harm come of ſpeaking with maſter 
Fairfield, however.—Odd rabbit it, how plaguy tart 
ſhe was am half vext with myſelf now that I let 
her go off ſo. | 200 


AIR. 
When a maid, in way of marriage, 
Firſt is courted by a man, 
Let un do the beſt he can, 


She's ſo ſhame-fac'd in her carriage, 
| *T is with pain the ſuit's began. 


Tho'f mayhap he likes him mainly, 
| Still ſbe ſbams it coy and cold; 
- Fearing to confeſs it plainly, 
Le the folks Should think her bold. 


But the parſon comes in fight, | 230 
Side the word to bill and coo; 
Tis a different fory quite, 
Aal ſbe quickly buckles too. 


r II. 


ect 
be- 
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SCENE V. 


r 


Changes to a view of Lord Alu wok r' houſe, and im- 
provements ; a ſeat under a tree, and part of the gurden 
wall, with a Chineſe pavilion over it; ſeveral country 
people appear dancing, others looking on 5 among whom 
are, Mzavix, difeuiſed, Raten, Fanny, and a 
uumber of gipfzes. After the dancers go off, Tazo- 
DOSIA and Parr enter through a gate ſuppoſed to 


| bavea connection evith the principal building. 


The. Well then, my dear Patty, you will run away 
from us : but why in ſuch a hurry, I have a thouſand 


things to ſay to you ? 


Pat. I ſhall do myſelf the honour to pay my duty 
to you ſome other time, madam; at preſent I really 
find myſelf a little indiſpoſed. 219 

The. Nay, I would by no means lay you under any 
reſtraint, But methinks the entertainment we have 
juſt been taking part of, ſhould have put you into 
better ſpirits : I am not in an over- merry mood my- 
ſelf, yet, I ſwear, I could not look on the diverſion of 
thoſe honeſt folks, without feeling a certain gazete de 
ceur. | 1. | F _ 226 

Pat. Why, indeed, madam, it had one circum- 
ſtance attending it, which is often wanting to more 
polite amuſements; that of ſeeming to give undiſ- 
ſembled ſatis faction to thoſe who were engaged in it. 

' The. Oh, infinite, infinite! to ſee the chearful, 
healthy looking creatures, toil with ſuch a good will!. 


* 
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To me there were more genuine charms in their auk- 
ward ſtumping and jumping about, their rude mea- 
fures, and homeſpun finery, than in all the dreſs, 
8 and ſtudied graces, of a birth - night ball- 
room. 237 

Pat. "Tis a very uncommon declaration to be made 
by a fine lady, madam : but certainly, however the 
artful delicacies of high life may dazzle and ſurprize, 
nature has particular attractions, even in a cottage, 
her moſt unadorned: Rat: 2, which ſeldom fail to affect 
us, tho! we can Tearce give a reaſon for it. 

The. But you know, Patty, I was always a diſ- 
tracted admirer of the country; no damſel in romance 
was ever fonder of groves and purling ſtreams: had 
T been born in the days of Arcadia, with my preſent 
propenſity, inſtead of being a fine lady, as you call 
me, I ſhould certainly have kept a flock of ſheep. 
Pat. Well, madam, you have the ſages, poets, and 
philoſophers, of all ages, to countenance your way 
of thinking. | 252 

The. And you, my little _hiloſophical friend, 25 
you think me in the right too? 

Pat. Yes, indeed, madam, perfectly. 


AIR. | 
; Truſt me, would you taſte true pleaſure, 


; - Without mixture, without meaſure, 
* o where bull you find the treaſure 
Sure as in the * ſcene . 


6 9 * 


AcT II. THE MAID OF THE MILL. 7 
Blſt, who, no falſe glare requiring, ä 260 
Nature's rural ſeveets admiring, e 


Can, from grofſer joys retiring, 
Seek the ſimple and ſerene. 


—— — 
* * — * 9 hn, 9 . 1 — 


_ SCENE VI. 


Taropos!4, Mxvix, FaxNv. 


Mer. Yonder ſhe is ſeated; and, to my wiſh, mak 
fortunately alone. Accoſt her as I * 

The. Heigh ! 

Fan. Heaven bleſs you, my ſweet lady—bleſs your 
honours beautiful viſage, and ſend you a good huſ- 
band, and a great many of them. 

The. A very comfortable wiſh upon my 1 5 = | 
are you, child ? 271 

Fan. A poor gipſey, an' pleaſe you, that goes about 
begging from charitable gentlemen and ladies If you 
have ere a coal or a bit of whiting in your pocket, I'll 
write you the firſt letter of your ſweetheart's name; 
how many huſbands you will have; and how many 
children, my lady: or, if you'll let me look at your 
line of life, I'll tell you whether it will be long or 
ſhort, happy or miſerable. 

' The. Oh! as for that, I know it already you 
cannot tell me any good fortune, and therefore I'II 
hear none. Go about your buſineſs. 282 

Mer. Stay, madam, ſtay, L Pretending to lift a paper 


from the ground. ] you have dropt ſomethin en. call : 


the young — back. . 6:4 


50 THE MAID OF THE MILL. Aer ll 
Fan. Lady, you have loſt | 
The. Pho, pho, I have loft nothing. 

Mer. Yes, that paper, lady; you dropt it as you got 
up from the chair. Fan, give it to her honour. 289 

The. A letter with my addreſs! [Takes the paper and 
rradt.] © Dear Theedoſia! Thongh the fight of me 
&* was ſo diſagreeable to you, that you charged me 
e never to approach you more, I hope my hand-wri. 
ce ting can have nothing to frighten or diſguſt you. I 
&« am not far off; and the perſon who delivers you 
&* this, can give you intelligence. —— Come hither, 
child: do you know any thing of the gentleman that 
wrote this ? 

Fan, My lady—— PLE, 299 
The. Make haſte run this moment, bring me to him, 
bring him to me; ſay I wait with impatience ; tell 
him I will go, fly any where—— 

Mer. My life, my charmer ! 

Tze. Oh, Heavens Mr. Mervin ! 


j 
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- SCENE FIk 


— — — 


Tuxoposia, Mtrvis, Sir Harry, Lady Syca- 
MORE, Fanny, Giys1ts. 

I. He. Sir Harry, don't walk & faſt, we are not 
running for a wager. 

S. Har. Hough, hough, hough. 


L. He. Hey day, you have got a cough ; I ſhall 
have you laid upon my hands preſently. 309 


T II, 


* 
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S. Har. No, no, my lady, it's only the old affair. 

L. He. Come here, and let me tye this handker- 
chief about your neck; you have put yourſelf into a 
muck ſweat already. [ Ties a handkerchief abouthisneck. ] 
Have you taken your Bardana this morning ? 1 war- 
rant you not now, though you have been complaining 
of twitches two or three times; and you know the 
gouty ſeaſon is coming on. Why will you be ſo ne- 


glectful of your health, Sir Harry? I proteſt I am 


forced to watch you like an infant. 319 
S. Har, My lovey takes care of me, and I am ob- 


liged to her. 


L. Syc. Well, but you ought to mind me then, ſince 
you are ſatisfied I never ſpeak but for your good. — 


I thought, Miſs Sycamore, you were to have follow- 


ed your papa and me into the garden. Ho far did 
you go with that wench 2? 

The. They are gipſies, madam, they fay. Indeed 
I don't know what they are. 

L. Syc. I wiſh _ you would learn to give a ra- 
tional anſwer. 330 

S. Har. Eh! what's that? giphes ! Have we pip- 


ſies here! Vagrants, that pretend to a n of 


future events; diviners, fortune - tellers? 


Fun. Ves, your worthip, we'll tell your fortune, or 
her ladyſhip's, for a crum of bread, or a little broken 


victuals: what you throw to your dogs, an pleaſe you. 
S. Har. Broken victuals, huſſey! How do you — 
think we ſhould have broken victuals?—If we are at 


home, indeed, perhaps you might get ſome ſuch thing 


from the cook: but here we are only on a vifit to a 
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friend's houſe, and have nothing to do with the 
kitchen at all. 2 342 
. He. And do you think, Sir Harry, it is necel- 
ſary to give the creature an account. f 

S. Har. No, love, no; but what can you ſay to 
obſtinate people: Get you gone, bold face. —I 
once knew a merchant's wife in the city, my lady, 
who had her fortune told by ſome of thoſe gipſies. 
They faid ſhe ſhould die at ſuch a time; and I war- 
rant, as ſure as the day came, the poor gentle woman 
actually died with the conceit. Come, Doſſy, 
your mama and 1 are yoin g to take a walk. —My 
lady, will you have hold of my arm? 353 

L. Syc. No, Sir Harry, I chooſe to go by myſelf. 

Mer. Now, love, aſſiſt me—[ Turning to the gipfies. ] 
Follow and take all your cues from me—— Nay, but 
good lady and gentleman, you won't go without re- 
membering the poor gipſies. | 

S. Har. Hey! here is all the gang aher us. 

ip. Pray, your noble honour. 360 

L. Syc. Come back into the garden we ſhall be 
covered with vermin, 

Gip. Out of the bowels of your commiſeration. 

L. Syc. They preſs upon us more and more; yet 
that girl has no mind to leave them: I ſhall fwoon 
away. 

S. Har. wy be e een my dy 4 ; let n me ad- 
VANCE, 
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2 a 8 
2 Tj 
8 80 „„ 

Pet ee ahnen 
of PII maul you Rm; 370 
[ | N Ye tatter-demallions 
, {if one of you come within reach Fg cane. 

5 Such curſed 8 | 
or 2 Tit paſt all endurance. - 
Nay, * pra come —_ 
. | 
| They're hats * thievery | 
; | And he that believes 

Their fookſb predlictions, : 

Will find them but fictionc; 

A bubble that always decei ver. 


. 
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SCENE VIII. 


Mea kvix, TngOpos 14, Fanny, GirsiEs. 


Fran. Oh! mercy, dear The gentleman is ſo bold, 
'tis well if he does not bring us into trouble. Who 
knows but this may be a juſtice of peace! and ſee, 
he's following them into the garden ! 

1/ Gip. Well, tis all your ſeeking, Fan: 
Fan. We ſhall have warrants to take us up, I'll be 
hang'd elſe. We had better run away, the ſervants 

vill come out with ſticks to lick us. 


$ 


54 THE Mam OF THE MILL. Act Il 


Mer. Curſed ill fortune—[ Here Mervin returns 
with gipfies, J—She's gone, and, perhaps, I ſhall not 
have another opportunity And you, ye blundering 
blockhead, I won't give you a halfpenny—— Why did 
you not clap too the garden door, when I called to 
you, before the young lady got in? The key was on 
the outſide, which would have given me ſome time 
for an explanation. ” "096 
2d Gip. An pleaſe your honour I was dubus. 
Mer. Dubus ! plague choak ye However, it is 
ſome ſatisfaction that I have been able to let her ſee 
me, and know where I am [ Turning to the gigſies, who 
20 off. ]— Go, get you gone, all of you, about your 
: buſineſs. 402 

T he. Diſappeared, fled ! | Theodgfta appears in the 
pavilion. ]J—Oh, how unlucky this mpegs he not 
have patienee to, wait a moment? 

Mer. I know not what to reſolve on. 

The. Hem! . : 

Mer. I'll go back to the garden-door. 

The. Mr. Mervin ! | 

| Mer. What do I fee! —*Tis ſhe, tis ſhe herſelf !— 
Oh, Theodoſia hal I climb the wall and come 
up to you? 412 

The. No ; ſpeak ſoftly: Sir Harry and my Lady 
fit below at the end of the walk—How much am I 
obliped to you for taking this trouble. | 

Mer. When their happineſs is at ſtake, what is it 
men will not attempt ?—BSay but you love me. 

The. What proof would you have me give you ?—I 
know but of one: if you pleaſe | I am willing to go off 
with — 420 
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Mer. Are you !—Would to Heaven I bad brought 
a carriage ! 2. 

The. How did you come?—Have you not horſes ? 

Mer. No; there's another misfortune. —To avoid 
ſuſpicion, there being but one little public-houſe in 
the village, I diſpatched my ſervant with them, about 
an hour ago, to watt for me at a town twelve miles 
diſtant, whither I pretended to go ; but alighting a 
mile off, I equipt n myſelf, and came back as you ſee: 
neither can we, nearer than this town, get a poſt- 


chaiſe. 431 
The. Vou ſay you have . a confidant of the 


miller's ſon: return to your place of rendez vous. 
my father has been aſked this moment, by Lord Aim- 
worth, who is in the garden, to take a walk with him 
down to the mill: they will go before dinner; and it 
ſhall be hard if I cannot contrive to be one of the 
ee 
Mer. And what then 439 
The. Why, in the mean time, you may deviſe ſome 
method to carry me from hence: and Pll take care 
you ſhall have an opportunity « of n it to 


me. 


Mer. Well, but deat Thoda: 
. AIR. 
The. Hit, hiſt! 1 hear my mother call —— 
= | Proythee be gone; | 
We'll meet anon: 
Catch this, and this — 


Blow me @ kiſs 
In pledge of promis'd truth, that's all. 
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. Farewell and yet a moment ſtay ; 
Something befide ] had to ſay ct — 
Well, "tis forgot; * 
| No matter what ——— 
Love grant us grace ; 
The millis the places 
She calls again, I muſt away. 


* 93 SB * * * © * * 2 die. 8 
* 7 , T 


—_—— 


SCENE IX. 5 


Mzxvix; Fanny. 


Fan. Pleaſe your honour, you were ſo kind as to 
fay you would remember my fellow-traveliers op” 
their trouble: and they think I have gotten the 
money. 2 | i | 461 
; Mer, Oh, here ; give them this—[ Gives her money. 
And for you, my dear little pilot, you have brought 
me ſo cleverly through my buſineſs, that I muſt— 
Fan. Oh, Lord !—your honour—[ Mervin tiff 
ber.] Pray don't———kiſs me again. 

Mer. Again, and again. There's a thought 
come into my head. Theodoſia will certainly have 
no objec̃tion to putting on the dreſs of a ſiſter of mine. 
— So, and ſo only we may eſcape to-night. —This 
girl, for a little money, will provide us with neceſ- 
faries.—— | 472 

Fan. Dear gracious! I watrant you, now, I am as 
red as my petticoat: why would you royſter and touzle 


II. 
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one ſo?—If Ralph was to ſee you, he'd be as jealous 
as the vengeance. 

Mer. Hang Ralph! Never * him. There's a 
guinea for thee. 

Fan. What, a golden guinea ?- | 479 

Mer. Ves; and if thou art a good girl, and do as I 
deſire thee, thou ſhalt have twenty. 

Fan. Ay, but not all gold. 

Mer. As good as that is. 

Fan. Shall I though, if I does as you bids n me ? 

Mer. You ſhall. 

Fun. Precious heart! He's a ſweet gentleman !— 
Icod I have a great mind 

Mer. What art thou thinking about? 

Fan. Thinking, your honour ?—Ha, ha, ha! 

Mer. Indeed, ſo merry. 490 

Fan. 1 don't know what I am thinking about, not 
I—Ha, ha, ha !—Twenty guineas ! 

Mer. I tell thee thou ſhalt have them. 

Fan. Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 

Mer. By Heaven I am ſerious. | 

Fan, Ha, ha, ha! — Why then I'll do whatever 
your honour pleaſes. 

Mer. Stay here a little, to ſee that all keeps quiet: 
you'll find me preſently at the mill, where we'll talk 
farther, — 500 
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AIR. 


Yes, tic decreed, thou maid divine 
J muſt, I will poſſeſs thee : | | 
Ob, what delight within my arms to preſs thee ! 
To kiſs and call thee mine 
Let me this only bliſs enjoy 5 
T hat ne er can waſte, that ne'ct can * 
_ other pleaſures I reſign. 


Why ſhould we dally ; 
Stand ſhillt ſhally : 
Let fortune ſmile or frown ? 510 
Love will attend us ; | 
Love will befriend us ; 


Ac as * ts. 1 — 


SCENE X. 


Faxxv, Raven. 


Fan. What a dear kind ſoul he is Here comes 
Ralph can tell him, unleſs he makes me his law- 
ful wife, as he has often ſaid he would, the devil a 
word more ſhall he ſpeak to me. 

Ral. So, Fan, where's the gentleman ? 

Fan. How ſhould I know where he is; what do 

1 aſk me for ? = 00 
Ral. There's no harm in putting a civil queſtion, 

be there? Why you look as croſs and ill natured 


HL 


10 
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Fan. Well, mayhap 1 do—and N I have 
where-withal for it. # 

Ral. Why, has the gentleman offered any thing un- 
civil? Ecod, I'd try a bout as ſoon as look at him. 

Fan. He offer—no—he's a gentleman every inch 
of him; but you are ſenſible, Ralph, you have been 
promiſing me, a great while, this, and that, and | 
rother ; and, when all comes to all, I don't ſee but 
you are like the reſt of them. 531 

Ral. Why, what is it I have promiſed? 

Fan. To marry me in the church, you have, 2 
hundred times. 

Ral. Well, and non I will, if you'll have pa- 
tience. 

Fan. Patience! me no patience; you may doi it now 
if you pleaſe, . 

Ral. Well, but — I don't pleaſe? I tell you, 
Fan, you're a fool, and want to quarrel with your 
bread and butter; I have had anger enow from fey- 
ther already upon your account, and you want me to 
come by more. As I faid, if you have patience, 
mayhap things may fall out, and mayhap not. | 

Fan. With all my heart, then; and now I know 


your mind, you may go hang yourſelf. 


Ral. Ay, ay. 

Fan. Yes, you may—who cares for you ? 

Ral. Well, and who cares for you, an you go to 
that? 550 

Fan. A R feller Go mind your mill * your 


drudgery; I don't think you worthy to wipe my 


ſhoes—feller. 
D 2 


bo THE MAID OF THE MILL. Aer ll. 
Ral. Nay, but Fan, keep a civil tongue i in your 
head : odds fleſh! I would fain know what fly bites 


all of a ſudden now. 


Fan. Marry come up, the beſt gentlemen's ſons in 
the country have made me proffers; and if one is a 
miſs, be a miſs to a gentleman, I ſay, that will give 
one fine clothes, and take one to ſee the ſſiow, and put 


money in one's pocket. 561 


Ral. Whu, whu—[ Hits him a ſlap.] What's that 
for ? 

Fan. What do you whiſtle for, then? Do you 
think J am a dog? 

Ral. Never from me, Fan, if I have not a mind to 
give you, with this ſwitch in my hand here, as good 


a lacing— | 
* Naw. Touch me, if you dare : touch me, and I'll 
ſwear my life againſt you. 570 


Ral. A murrain ! with her damn'd little fiſt as hard 
as ſhe could draw. 
Fan. Well, it's good enough for you; I'm not ne- 


5 ceſſitated to take up with the impudence of ſuch a 


low lived monkey as you are. A gentleman's my 
friend, and I can have twenty guineas in my hand, all 
as good as this is. | 
Ral. Belike from this Londoner, eh? 
Fan. Ves, from him —ſo you may take your pro- 
miſe of marriage; 1 don't value it that—[ ſpits] and 
if you ſpeak to me, I'll flap your chops again. 581 


- 


dred times! A couple of baſe deceitful 
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SM AIR. N 
Lord, fir, you ſeem mighty uneaſy ; 
But I the refuſal can bear 

I warrant I ſhall not run crazy, 
Nor die in a fit of deſpair. 

If fo you ſuppoſe, you're miſtaken ; 
For, fir, for to let you to now, 

Pm not ſuch a maiden forſaken, 
But I have two ſtrings to my bow, 589 


SCENE XI. 


 Rarten. 


Indeed! Now I'll be judg'd by any ſoul living in 
the world, if eyer there was a viler piece of treachery 
than this here; there is no ſuch thing as a true friend 
upon the face of the globe, and ſo I have ſaid a hun- 
after all 
my love and kindneſs ſhewn! Well, I'Il be reveng- 
ed; ſee an 1 bent Marfter Marvint, that's his 
name, an he do not ſham it : he has come here and 
diſguiſed unſelf; whereof tis contrary to law ſo to 
do: beſides, I do partly know why he did it; and 
Pl fiſh out the whole conjuration, and go up to 


the caſtle and tell every ſyllable ; a ſhan't carry a 


9 | 
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wench from me, were he tw-enty times the mon he is, 
and twenty times to that again; and moreover than ſo, 
the firſt time I meet un, I'll knock un down, tho'f 


*twas before my lord himſelf; and he may caplas me 
for it afterwards an he wull. HT”. 606 


AIR. 


As they count me ſuch a ninny, 
So to let them rule the roaſt ; 
Dll bet any one a guinea 
They have ſcor'd without their 7% 
But if I don't ſbeau them in lieu of it, 611 
A trick that's fairly worth tavo of it, 
T hen let me paſs for a fool and an aſs. 


To be ſure yon fly cajoler ” 
Thought the work as good as done, 
When he found the litile flroller 
Was ſo eaſy to be avon. 
Bu if I don't ſhew him in lieu of it, 
A trick that's fairly worth tao fit, 
Then let me paſs for a fool or an aſs. 620 


_ 


SCENE XII. 


| Changes to a room in the mill; two chairs, wwith a table 
and a tankard of beer. 


FAIRFIELD, Gires. 


+ Fai. In ſhort, farmer, I don't know what to ay to 
thee. I have ſpoken to her all I can; but I think 
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children were born to pull the grey hairs of their pa- 
rents to the grave with ſorrow. 

Giles. Nay, maſter Fairfield, don't take on about it: 
belike Miſs Pat has another love: and if ſo, in Hea- 
ven's name be't: what's one man's meat, as the fay- 
ing is, is another man's poiſon ; and tho'f ſome 
might find me well enough to their fancy, ſet in caſe 


I don't ſuit her's, why there's no harm done, 630 


Fai. Well but, neighbour, I have put that to her; 
and the ſtory is, ſhe has no inclination to marry any 
one ; all ſhe defires, is, to ſtay at home and take care 


of me. 


Giles. Maſter Fairfield——here's towards your 
good health. | 
Fai. Thank thee, bind 8 here's towards 


thine.— I promiſe thee, had things gone as we pro- 
poſed, thou ſhould'ſt have had one half of what I was 


worth, to the uttermoſt farthing. 640 


Giles, Why to be ſure, Maſter Fairfield, I am not 


the leſs obligated to your good-will ; but, as to that 


matter, had I married, it ſhould not have been for the 
lucre of gain; but if I do like a girl, do you ſee, I do 


like her; ay, and I'd take her, ſaving reſpect, if ſhe 


had not a ſecond petticoat. 
Fai. Well ſaid where love is, with a little induſ- 
try, what have a young couple to be afraid of? And, 


by the lord Harry, for all that's paſt, I cannot help 
thinking we ſhall bring our matters to bear yet— 


Young women you know, friend Giles— 65 1 
Giles, Why, that's what I have been thinking with, 
myfelf, Maſter Fairfield. 
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Fai. Come, then, mend thy draught. Due take 
me if I let it drop ſo— But, in any caſe, don't you 
go to make yourſelf uneaſy. 

Giles. Uneaſy, Maſter Fairfield; what good would 
that do ?—For fartin, ſeeing how things were, I 
ſhould have been very glad they had gone according. 
ly : but if _ change, *tis no fault of mine you 
know. 671 


AIR. 
Zooks ! why ſhould T fit down and grieve ? 
No caſe fo hard, there mayn't be had 


Some med? cine to relieve. 


Here's what ta all diſaſters : 
With a cup of nut-brown beer, 
Thus my drooping thoughts I cheer + 
if one pretty damfel fail me, 
From another I may find | 
Return more kind; | 680 
M bat a murrain then ſhould ail me ! i 
All girls are not of a mind. 


He's a child that wwhimpers for a toy ; 
So here's io thee, bongſl boy. 
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SCENE XIIL. 


FAiRFIELD, Lord AiMWORTH. 


Fai. O the goodneſs, his lordſhip's honour—you 
are come into a litter'd place, my noble fir—the arm- 
chair——will it pleaſe your honour to repoſe you on 
this, till a better= 

L. Aim. Thank you, miller, there's no occaſion for 
either. I only want to ſpeak a few words to you, 
and have company waiting for me without. 690 


Fai. Without——-won't their honours favour my 


poor hovel ſo far | 
L. Aim. No, miller, let them ſtay where they are. 
I find you are about marrying your daughter —I 


know the great regard my mother had for her; and 


am fatisfied, that nothing but her ſudden death could 
have prevented her leaving her a handſome proviſion. 
Fai. Dear, my lord, your noble mother, you, and 
all your family, have heaped favours on favours on 
my poor child. 700 
L. Aim. Whatever has been done for her ſhe has 
fully merited— 
Fat. Why, t to be 12 my 121 ſhe is a very good 


girl. 
L. Aim. Poor old man—but hoſt are tears of ſatiſ- 


_ fadtion.——Here, Maſter Fairfield, to bring mat- 
ters to a ſhort concluſion, here is a bill of a thouſand 


pounds, ——Portion your daughter with what you 
think convenient of it. 709 
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Fai. A thouſand pound, my lord! Pray excuſe me; 
excuſe me, worthy fir ; too much has been done al- 
ready, and we have no pretenſions 

L. Aim. I inſiſt upon your taking it. 
and ſay no more. 

Fai. Well, 89 lord, if it moſt be * but indeed, 
indeed 
I. Aim. In this I only fulfil what I am ſatisfied 

would pleaſe my mother. As to myſelf, I ſhall take 
upon me all the expences of Patty's wedding, and 
have already given orders about it. | 720 

Fai. Alas, fir, you are too good, too generous ; 

but I fear we ſhall not be able to profit of your kind 


intentions, unleſs you will condeſcend to ſpeak a lit- 
tle to Patty. 


L. Aim. How ſpeak! _ | 
Fai. Why, my lord, 1 thought we had pretty well 
ordered all things concerning this marriage ; but all 
on a ſudden the girl has taken it into her head not to 
have the farmer, and declares ſhe will never marry 
at all. But I know, my lord, ſhe'll pay great re- 
ſpect to any thing you ſay: and if you'll but lay your 
commands on her to marry him, I'm ſure ſhe'll do it. 
I. Aim. Who, I lay my commands on her? 733 

Fai. Ves, pray, my lord, do; I'II end her in to 
» VO. 
N L. Aim. „ Maſter Fairfield! [ Fairfield goes out and 
„ returns. ]— What can be the meaning of this?—Re- 
44 fuſe to marry the farmer !—How, why?—My heart 
« js thrown in an agitation ; while every ſtep I take, 
1 ſeryes but to lead me into new perplexities. 


Put it up, 
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Fui. She's coming, my lord; I ſaid you were 
« here; and I humbly beg you wil tell her, you in- 


| fiſt upon the match going forward; tell her, you inſiſt 


upon it, my lord, and ſpeak a little angrily to her. 


— et 1 


SCENE XIV. 


Lord AimworTn, Parrr. 


L. Aim. I came hither, Patty, in conſequence of our 
converſation this morning, to render your change of 
Rate as agreeable and happy as I could : but your fa- 
ther tells me, you have fallen out with the farmer? 
has any thing happened, fince I faw you laſt, to alter 


your good opinion of him? | 751 


Pat. No, my lord, I am in the ſame opinion with 
regard to the farmer now as I always was. 

L. Aim. I thought, Patty, you loved him, you told 
me 


Pat. My lord! 
L. Aim. Well, no matter It ſeems T have been 
miſtaken in that particular Poſſibly your affections 


are engaged elſewhere: let me but know the man that 
can make you happy, and I ſwear 766 
Pat. Indeed, my lord, you take too much trouble 


upon my account. 


I. Aim. Perhaps, Patty, you love ſomebody ſo 


much beneath you, you are aſhamed to own it; but 


your eſteem confers a value whereſoever it is placed. 
I was too harſh with you this morning : our inclina-- 
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tions are not in our own power; they maſter the wiſeſt 
of us. 768 
Pat. Pray, pray my lord, talk not to me in this 
ſtile: conſider me as one deſtined by birth and for- 
tune to the meaneſt condition and offices ; who has 
unhappily been apt to imbibe ſentiments contrary to 
them ! Let me conquer a heart, where pride and va- 
nity have uſurped an improper rule; and learn to 
know myſelf, of whom 1 have been too long ignorant. 
I. Aim. Perhaps, Patty, you love ſome one ſo much 
above you, you are afraid to own it If ſo, be his 
rank what it will, he is to be envied: for the love of 
a woman of virtue, beauty, and ſentiment, does ho- 
. Nour to a monarch.—— What means that downcaft 
look, thoſe tears, thoſe bluſhes ? Dare you not con- 
fide in me Do you think, Patty, you have a friend 
in the world would ps. with you more {in- 
cerely than I? 784 
Pat. What ſhall I anſwer ?—N o, my lord, you have 
ever treated me with a kindneſs, a generoſity of which 
none but minds like yours are capable: you have 
been my inſtructor, my adviſer, my protector: but, 
my lord, you have been too good: when our ſupe- 
riors forget the diſtance between us, we are ſome- 
times led to forget it too: had you been leſs con- 
deſcending, perhaps I had been happier. 792 
L. Aim. And have I, Patty, have I made you un- 
happy: I, who would ſacrifice my own felicity, to 
ſecure your's ? 
Pat. I beg, my lord, you will ſuffer me to be gone : 
only believe me ſenſible of all your favours, thpogh | 
unworthy of the ſmalleſt. 


— 
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L. Aim. How unworthy !—You merit every thing; 


my reſpect, my eſteem, my friendſhip, and my love! 


—Yes, I repeat, I avow it : your beauty, your mo- 
deſty, your underſtanding, have made a conqueſt of 
my heart. —But what a world do we live in! that, 
while I own this; while I own a paſſion for you, 
founded on the juſteſt, the nobleſt baſis, I muſt at the 
ſame time confeſs, the fear of that world, its taunts, 
its reproaches— _ 807 
Pat. Ah, fir, think better of the creature you have 
raiſed, than to ſuppoſe I ever entertained a hope tend- 
ing to your diſhonour : would that be a return for the 
favours I have received ? Would that be a grateful 
reverence for the memory of her——Pity and pardon 
the diſturbance of a mind that fears to enquire too 
minutely into its own ſenſations. I im unfortu- 
nate, my lord, but not criminal. a 
I. Aim. Patty, we are both unfortunate : for my 
own part, I know not what to ſay to you, or what 
to propoſe to myſelf. | 818 
Pat. Then, my lord, *tis mine to act as I ought : 
yet, while I am honoured with a place in your eſteem, 
imagine me not inſenſible of ſo high a diſtinction; or 
capable of lightly turning my thought towards another. 
L. Aim. How cruel is my ſituation! I am here, 
Patty, to command you to marry the man who has 
given you ſo much uneaſineſs. | 
Pat. My lord, I am convinced it is for your od 
and my ſafety, it ſhould be ſo: I hope I have not ſo 
ill profited by the leſſons of your noble mother, but I 
thall be able to do my duty, whenever I am called to 


— —— —— ö — "gen 
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it : this will be my firſt ſupport ; time and reflection 


will complete the work. $41 


Ws © 5 


Ceaſe, oh ceaſe, to overwhelm me, 
- With exceſs of bounty rare ; 
What am I? What have I? Tell me, 
To deſerve your meaneſt care? 
* Gainft our fate in vain's rgfiſtance, 
Let me then no grief diſcloſe ; 
But refign'd, at humble diſtance, 
| Offer vows for your repoſe. 


SCENE XP. © 


Lord AtmwozTh, Parry, Sir HARRY Sycamore, 


7 Tnkopos 14, GILES. 


S. Har. No juſtice of peace, no bailiffs, no head- 
borough ! 841 

L. Aim. What's the matter, Sir Harry ? | 

S. Har. 'The matter, my lord—While I was exa- 
mining the conſtruction of the mill without, for J 
have ſome ſmall notion of mechanics, Miſs Sycamore 
had like to have been run away with by a gipſey 
man. 

The. Dear papa, how can you talk ſo? Did not I 


2 tell you it was at my own deſire the poor fellow went 


to ſhew me the canal. 850 
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S. Har. Hold your tongue, miſs. I don't know 
any buſineſs you had to let him come near you at all : 
we have ſtayed ſo long too; your mama gave us but 
half an hour, and ſhe'll be frightened out of her wits 
— ſhe'll think ſome accident has happened to me. 

L. Aim. T'll wait upon you when you pleaſe. 

S. Har. O! but my lord, here's a poor fellow; it 
ſeems his miſtreſs has conceived ſome diſguſt againſt 
him: pray has her father ſpoke to you to interpoſe 
your authority in his behalf? 860 

Giles. If his lordſhip's honour would be ſo kind, I 
would acknowledge the favour as far as in me lay. 

S. Har. Let me ſpeak—[ Takes Lord Aimworth 
afide] a word or two in your lordſhip's ear. 

The. Well, I do like this gipſey ſcheme pro- 
digiouſly, if we can but put it into execution as hap- 
pily as we have contrived it. ¶ here Patty enters] So, 
my dear Patty, you ſee I am come to return your viſit 
very ſoon; but this is only a call en paſſan:. will you 

be at home after dinner? 870 

Pat. Certainly, madam, whenever you condeſcend 
to honour me ſo far: but it is what I cannot expect. 

The. O fye, why not : 

_ Giles. Your ſervant, Miſs Patty. 
Pat. Farmer, your ſervant. 

S. Har. Here you goodman delver, I have done 
your buſineſs ; my lord has fpoke, and your fortune's 
made : a thouſand pounds at preſent, and better 
things to come; his lordſhip ſays he will be * 
friend. 

Giles, J do hope, then, Miſs Pat will make all ap. 
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S. Har. Miſs Pat, make up! ſtand out of the way, 
I'll make it up. 883 
T he quarrels of lovers, adds diet they're a jeſt; 
Come hither, ye blockhead, come hither : 
So now let us leave them together. 
L. Aim. Farewell, then ! 
Pat. For ever“ 
Giles. — o and proteſl, 
| 'T was hind of his honour, 890 
To gain thus upon her ; 
1 We're fo much beholden it can't be expreſt, 
The. I feel ſomething here, 
|  *Twwixt hoping and fear. 
Haſte, haſte, friendly night, 
To. ſhelter our flight —— 


L. Aim. 3 A thouſand diſtractions are rending my Breaf. 


Pat. 
Pat. O mercy, 
Giles. —— ——0h dear ! 
S. Har. Why miſs, will you mind when you're ſpoke to, 
or not? 
Muſt I tand in waiting, 
While you're here a prating ? 
— May ev'ry felicity fall to your lot. 
Giles. She curtfies . Look there, 
What a ſhape, what an air. 
All. How happy, how wretched! how tir'd am J. 
Your lordſhip*s obedient ; your ſervant; good bye. 


know ſhe has had a hankering 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


The portico to Lord Aiuwokrn' Houſe. 


Enter Lord Aluwoxru, Sir Hasry, Lady SYC4+ | 


MORE. 


Lady Sycamore; 


A Warren! a vile, inconſiderate wretch ! coming 
of ſuch a race as mine; and having an example like 


me before her! 


L. Aim. I beg, madam, you will not diſquiet your- 
ſelf: you are told here, that a gentleman lately ar- 
rived from London has been about the place to-day ; 
that he has diſguiſed himſelf like a gipſey, came 
hither, and had ſome converſation with your daugh- 
ter; you are even told, that there is a deſign formed 
for their going off together; but poſſibly there may be 


ſome miſtake in all this. | 11 
S. Har. Ay, but my lord, the lad tells us the gen- 


tleman's name; we have ſeen the gipſies; and we 


L. Syc. Sir Harry, my dear, why will you put in 
your word, when you hear others ſpeaking—I proteſt, 
my lord, I'm in ſuch confuſion, I know not what to 
fay : I can hardly ſupport myſelf. — 

L. Aim. This gentleman, it ſeems, is at a little inn 


at the bottom of the hill. 20 


74 THE MAID OF THE MILL. Aer III. 


S. Har. ] wiſh it was poſſible to have a file of muſ. 
queteers, my lord; I could head them myſelf, being 
in the militia; and we would go and ſeize him di- 
rectly. 

L. Aim. Softly, my FR fir; 0 us proceed with a 
little leſs violence in this matter, I beſeech you. We 
ſhould firſt ſee the young lady Where is Miſs Sy- 
camore, madam ? 

I. Syc. Really, my lord, I don't know ; 1 * her 
go into the garden about a quarter of an hour ago, 
from our chamber window. _. x. it 

S. Har. Into the garden ! perhaps ſhe has got an 
inkling of our being informed of this affair, and is 
gone to throw herſelf into the pond. Deſpair, my 
lord, makes girls do terrible things. T was but the 
Wedneſday before we left London, that I ſaw, taken 
out of Roſamond's pond, in Saint James's Park, as 
likely a young woman as ever you would deſire to ſet 
your eyes on, in a new callimanco petticoat, and a pair 
of ſilver buckles in her ſhoes. | 40 

L. Aim. I hope there is no danger of any ſuch fa- 
tal accident. happening at preſent ; but will you oblige 
me, Sir Harry? 

S. Har. Surely, my lord 

L. Aim. Will you commit the whole direction of 
this affair to my prudence ? 

K. Har. My dear, you hear what his lordſhip ſays. 

L. Syc. Indeed, my lord, I am ſo much aſham'd, I 
don't know what to anſwer ; the fault of my daugh- 
ter,— 50 

L. Aim. Don't mention it, madam; the fault has 
been mine, who have been innocently the occaſion of 
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a young lady's tranſgreſſing a point of duty and de- 
corum, which, otherwiſe, ſhe would never have vio- 
lated. But if you, and Sir Harry, will walk in and 


repoſe yourſelves, I hope to ſettle every thing to the 


general ſatisfaction. 
L. Syc. Come in, Sir Hay | [ Exit, 
L. Aim. I am ſure, my good friend, had I known 
that I was doing a violence to Miſs Sycamore's incli- 
nations, in the happineſs Ipropoſed to myſelf—— 61 
S. Har, My lord, 'tis all a caſe———My grandfather, 
by the mother's fide, was a very ſenſible. man—he 
was elected knight of the ſhire in five ſucceſſive par- 

liaments; and died high ſheriff of his county—a man 
of fine parts, fine talents, and one of the moſt curio- 
ſeſt docker of horſes in all England (but that he did 
only now and then for his amuſement) And he 
uſed to ſay, my lord, that the female ſex were good 
for nothing but to bring forth children, and breed 
diſturbance. 71 
I. Aim. The ladies were very little obliged to 
your anceſtor, Sir Harry : but for wy part, I have a 
more favourable opinion- 
S. Har. You are in the wrong, my lord: with 

ſubmiſſion, you are wy in the wrong, 


\ AIR. 
Fo ſpeak my mind of woman „ bind, 


In one word tis this; 
By nature they're deſigned, 
To. ſay and do amiſs. 3 8 80 


* 
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Be they maids, be they wives, 
Alike they plague our lives : 
Wanton, headftrong, cunning, vain ; 
Born to . and give men pain, 


T heir fudy day and night, 

It miſbbief, their delight ; 
At one door ther intent 

| They quickly turn  abouty 
— another out 3 


SCENE II. 


t Lord AruworTtn,” Enter Fart LD, © Rates.” 
% Ral. Dear goodneſs, my lord, I doubts I have 


© done ſome wrong here; I hope your honour will 
“ forgive me; to be ſartin, if I had known 

L. Aim. You have done nothing but what's very 
right, my lad; don't make yourſelf uneaſy.” —How 
now, maſter Fairkeld, what brings you here ? 

Fai. I am come, my lord, to thank you for your 
bounty to me and my daughter this morning, and 
moſt humbly to intreat your lordſhip to receive it at 
our hands again. 100 

L. Aim. Ay—why, what's the matter ? 

Fai. I don't know, my lord; it ſeems your gene- 
rolity to my poor girl has been noiſed about the 


III. 


”, 


9 — my 
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neighbourhood; and ſome evil- minded people have 
put it into the young man's head, that was to marry 
her, that you would never have made her a preſent 
ſo much above her deſerts and expectations, if it had 
not been upon ſome naughty account : now, my lord; 
I am a poor man, tis true, and a mean one; but I 
and my father, and my father's father, have lived te- 
nants upon your lordſhip's eſtate, where we have al- 
ways been known for honeſt men; and it ſhall never 
be faid, that Fairfield, the miller, boca rich in his 
old days by the wages of his child's ſhame: 

L. Aim. What then; Maſter rann do 128 be- 
lieve 

Fai. No, my lord, no, Heaven forbid : but when 1 
conſider the ſum, it is too much for us; © it is in- 
it deed, my lord; and enough to ik bad folks 
talk: beſides, my poor girl is greatly alter'd ; ſhe 

us'd to be the life of every place ſhe came into ; but 
ſince her being at home, I have Teen nothing from 
her but ſadneſs and watery eyes. | 123 

L. Aim. The farmer then refuſes to marry Patty, 
notwithſtanding their late reconciliation. 

Fai. Yes, my lord, he does indeed; and has made 
a wicked noiſe, and uſed us in a. very baſe manner : 
I did not think farmer Giles would have been fo 
ready to believe ſuch a thing of us. 129 

L. Aim. Well, Maſter Fairfield; I will not preſs on 
you a donation, the rejection of which does you ſo 
much credit; you may take my word, however, that 
your fears upon this occaſion are entirely groundleſs: 
but this is not enough; as I have been the means of 
loſing your daughter one huſband, it is but juſt I 
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ſhould get her another; and, ſince the farmer is ſo 
ſcrupulous, there is: a. young man in the houſe here, 
whom I have ſome influence over, and I dare ſay he 

will be leſs ſqueamiſh. Le 139 

. Fai. To be ſure, my lord, you have, in all honeſt 
ways, a right to diſpoſe of me and mine, as you think 
proper. | 

L. Aim. Go then immediately, ** briog Patty 
hither ; I ſhall not be eaſy till I have given you en- 
tire ſatisfaction. But, ſtay and take a letter, which I 
am ſtepping into my ſtudy to write: I'II order a 
chaiſe to be got ready, that you may go back and for- 
ward with greater expedition. | 


AIR. 


Let me fly-———hence tyrant faſhion, | 
Teach to ſervile minds your law; 150 

Curb in them each gen out paſſion, 
Ev'ry motion keep in ane. 


Shall I, in thy trammels going, 
Quit the idol of my heart ? 

IW hile it beats, all fer vent, glowing þ 
With my hfe I'll ſooner part. | 
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SCENE II. 


Fanny following RALPH. 


Fan. Ralph, Ralph ! | | 

Ral. What do you want with me, eh? 

Fan. Lord, I never knowed ſuch a man as you 
are, ſince I com'd into the world; a body can't ſpeak 
to you, but you falls ſtrait ways into a paſſion: I 
followed you up from the houſe, only you run ſo, 
there was no ſuch a thing as overtaking you, and I 
have been "wing there at the back door ever fo 
long. 1 

Ral. Well, and now you may go and wait at the fore 
door, if you like it: but I forewarn you and your 
gang not to keep lurking about our mill any longer; 
for if you do, I'll ſend the conſtable after you, and 
have youg every mothers ſkin, clapt into the county 
gaol, you are ſuch a pack of thieves, one can't hang 
ſo much as a rag to dry for you: it was but the other 
day that a couple of them came into our kitchen to 
beg a handful of dirty flour to make them cakes, and 


before the wench could turn about, they had * 


off three braſs candleſticks, and a pot- lid. 

Fan. Well, ſure it was not I. 

Ral. Then you know that old raſcal, that you call 
father; the laſt time I catch'd him laying ſnares for 
the hares, I told him I'd inform the game-keeper, 
and ll expoſe all | 7 

Fan, Ah, dear Ralph, don't be g r with me. 
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Ral. Yes I will be angry with you—what do you 
come nigh me for ?—You ſhan't touch me—There's 
the ſkirt of my coat, and if you do but lay a finger on 
it, my lord's bailiff is here in the court, and III call 
him and give you to him. 
Fan. If you'll forgive me, I'll go down on my 
knees. 189 
Ral. I tell you 3 no; follow your gen- 
tleman-; z or go live upon your old fare, crows and 
polecats, and ſheep. that die of the rot; pick the 
dead fowl off the dung-hills, and ſquench your thirſt 
at the next ditch, tis the fitteſt liquor to waſh down 
ſuch dainties—ſfkulking about from barn to barn, and 
lying upon wet ſtraw, on commons, and in green 
lanes. go and be yore from, —_ to n. as you 
uſed to be. 
Fan. How can you talk ih unkind? 199 
Ral. And ſee whether you will get what will keep 
you as J did, by telling of fortunes, and coming with 
pillows under your apron, among the young farmers 
wives, to make believe ybu are a breeding with © the 
Lord Almighty bleſs you, ſweet miſtreſs, you cannot 
tell how ſoon it may be your own caſe.” You. know 
I am acquainted: with all your tricks—and: how you 
turn up the whites of your eyes, pretending you were 
ſtruck blind by thunder and lightning. 
Fan. Pray don't be angry, Ralph. 
Kal. Ves but I will tho? ; ſpread: your cobwebs to 
catch flies, I am an old waſp, and don't value them a 
button. oo | 212 


I, AcT Ill. THE MAID OF THE MILL. 


| | AIR. 
When you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb, and fair in feature, 
Full of kindneſs and good nature, 
Prove as kind again to ſhe ; 
Happy mortal ! to poſſeſs her, 
In your boſom, warm, and preſs her, 


And be fond, as fond can be. 


But if one you e that's froward, 
Saucy, jilting, and untoward, - 
Should you act the whining coward, 
*Tis io mend her ner the awhit c 
T hen agog, wwhen once you find her, 
Heart alive, you're fairly quit. 


PEW WE, 4 "y — 


Morning, noon, and night, careſs her, 
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220 


228 


SCENE IV, 


FANNY» 


E 


& wiſh I had a draught of water. I don't hw 
© what's come over me; I have no more ſtrength 
* than a babe; a ſtraw would fling me down.” 
—He has a heart as hard as any pariſh-ofſicer; I 
don't doubt now but he would Rand by and fee me 
himſelf ; and we ſhall all be whipt, and all through my 
means.—The devil run away with the gentleman, and 
his twenty guineas too, for leading me aſtray: if I had 
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known Ralph would have taken it ſo, I would have 


hanged myſelf before I would have faid a word—but 
I thought he had no more gall than a pigeon. 


AIR. 


O what . was J. 4140 
To make my bed at ſuch a rate! 
Now lay thee down, vain fool and cry, 
Thy true love ſeeks another mate. 
No tears, alack, 
Will call him back, TAY 
No tender 2 
I cauld bite | 
My tongue 1 ; 
Some plague bewitch'd me, that's for fare. - 


SCENE J. 


| _ hanger to a Room in the Miller s Houſe. 


Euer Girxs, rr by err and THEODOs14. 
15 Aux. 
«. Giles. ome? s tongues are like mill clippers 250 


„ And from thence they learn the knack, 
«Of for-ever-ſounding clack /* —— | 
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Giles. Why, what the plague's the matter with you, 
what do you ſcold at me for? I am ſure I did not ſay 
an uncivil word, as I do know of: Þll be judged by 
the young lady if I did. 

Pat. Tis very well, farmer; all J deſire is, that 
you will leave the houſe: you ſee my father is not at 
home at preſent; when he is, if you have any thing 
to ſay, you know where to come. 260 

Giles. Enough ſaid, I don't want to ſtay in the 
houſe, not I; and I don't much care if I had 1 never 
come into it. | 

The. For ſhame, farmer, down on your knees and 
beg Miſs Fairſield's pardon for the outrage 10 have 

been guilty of. 

Giles. Beg pardon, wa „ for what?—Icod that's 
well enough; why I am my own maſter, be'nt I ?— 

If Thave no mind to'marry, there's no harm in that, 
on I hope: *tis only changing hands.—This morning 
ſhe would not have me; and now I won't have 
ſhe. 272 
Pat. Have you !—Heavens and earth! do you 
* think then 'tis the miſſing of you that gives me con- 
cern'—No ; I would prefer a ſtate of beggary a 
thouſand times beyond any thing I could enjoy with 
you : and be aſſured, if ever I was ſeemingly conſent- 
ing to ſuch a ſacrifice, nothing ſhould have compelled 
me to it, but the cruelty of my ſituation. | 
Giles. Oh, as for that, I believes you; but you ſee 
the gudgeon would not bite as I told you a bit agone 
, you know: we farmers never love to reap what we 
don't ſow. oe | 283 
E 2 : 
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Pat. You brutiſh fellow, how dare you talk 
Geiler. So, now ſhe's in her tantrums again, and all 
for no manner of yearthly thing. 
| Pat. But be aſſured my lord will puniſh you 4 
verely for daring to make free with his name. 
Giles. Who made free with it ; did I ever mention 
my lord? *Tis a curſed lie. | 
Theo. Bleſs me ! farmer | 291 
Giles. Why it is, miſs—and T1! make her prove 
her words—— Then what does ſhe mean by being 
| puniſhed ? I am not afraid of nobody, nor beholding 
to nobody, that I know of; while I pays my rent, my 
money, I believe, is as good as another's: egad, if it 
goes there, I think there be thoſe deſerve to be pu- 


niſhed more than I: | 
Pat. Was ever unfortunate creature purfued as I 


am, by diſtreſſes and vexations ! 300 
T he. My dear Patty—See, farmer, you have thrown 
her into tears—Pray be comforted. - | 
AIR. 


Patty. Oh leave me, in-pity ! The falſboed I feorn ; 
For are, the boſom untainted defies : 
But rudeneſs and inſult are not to be borne, + 
Tho” offer'd by wwretches awe've ſenſe to deſpiſe. 


Of woman defenceleſs, how cruel the fate ! 
Paſs ever ſo cautious, fo blameleſs her way, 

Nature, and envy, lurk always in wait, 
And innocence falls to their fury a prey, 310 
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SCENE VI. 


Mravix, Tx RO DOs rA. 


The. You are a pretty gentleman, are not you, to 
ſuffer a lady to be at a rendezyous before you? 

Mer. Difficulties, my dear, and dangers None 
of the company had two ſuits of apparel ; ſo P was 
obliged to purchaſe a rag of one, and a tatter from ano- 


ther, at the expence of ten times the ſum FOE would 


fetch at the paper-mill. | | ü 
The. Well, where are theß ? „ 
Mer. Here, in this bundle and tho? I ſay it, a 
very decent habiliment, if you have art enough to 


ſtick the parts together: I've been watching till the 


coaſt was clear to bring them to you. | 

The. Let me fee——Tll flip into this cloſet and 
equip myſelf——AIll here is in Tuch confuſion, there 
will no notice be taken. 

Mer. Do ſo; I'll take care nobody ſhall interrupt 
you in the . of your metamorphoſis [ be goes 
in]—and if you are not tedious, we may walk off 
without being ſeen by any one. | 329 

The. Ha! ha! ha! What a concourſe of atoms 
are here? tho), as I live, they are a great deal better 
than 1 4 

Mer. Well, pray make haſte; ey" don't imagine 
yourſelf at your toilette now, where mode preſcribes 
two hours, for what reaſon would ſcarce allow three 


minutes. 


| you ſhould not 
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T he. Have patience ; the outward garment is on al- 
ready; and Il aſſure you a very good ſtuff, only a 


little the worſe for the mending. 339 


Mer. Imagine it embroidery, and conſider it is your 


wedding- ſuit. Come, how far are you got? 
The. Stay, you don't conſider there's ſome con- 


trivance neceſſary. Here goes the apron flounced 


and furbelow*'d with a witneſs —Alas ! alas! it has no 


ſtrings ! what ſhall I do? Come, no matter, a couple 


of pins will ſerve And now the cap——oh, mer- 
cy! here's a hole in the crown of it large _— to 


thruſt my head through. 


Mer. That you'll hide with your e or, if 
What, not ready yet? 350 
The. Only one minute more—Yes, now [ihe work's 


Sb 


AIR. 
Who'll buy good luck, who'll buy, who'll buy 
| The gipſey's favours — Here am 1. 


Through the villas, through the town, 
IWhat charming ſav'ry ſcraps we'll earn ! 
Clean flraw ſhall be our beds of down, 


And our withdrawing-room a barn. 


Young and old, and grave, and gay, whe 
Thye miſer and the prodigal ; 360 
Cit, courtier, bumkin, come away ; 8 

I warrant we'll content you all. 


| houſe clear of theſe vermin ?- 
there, and give me a horſe-whip—by the Lord Har- 


Aertt. THE MAID OF THE MILL. 87 


SCENE 71. 


Mzzvin, TuzoDos1A, FaixrittD, Gil Es. 
Mer. Plague, here's ſomebody coming. 
Fai. As to the paſt, farmer, tis paſt; I bear no 
malice for any thing thou haſt ſaid. 
Gil. Why, Maſter Fairfield, you do know 1 had 


a great regard for Miſs Patty; but when I came to 


conſider all in all, I finds as how it is not adviſeable 
to change my condition yet awhile. _ 369 

Fai. Friend Giles, thou art in the right; marriage 
is a ſerious point, and can't be conſidered too warily. 


—Ha, who have we here !—Shall I never keep my 
Look to the' goods 


ry, I'll make an example Come here, Lady > 
fingers, let me ſee what thou haſt ſtolen. | 

Mer. Hold, miller, hold! | 

Fai. O gracious goodneſs! ſure I know this 3 
Miſs young Madam — Mercy heart, 
here's a diſguiſe! „  o80 

The. Diſcover'd ! | 

Mer. Miller, let me ſpeak to you. 

The. What ill fortune is this! 15mg) 7 1 
- Giles. Ill fortune Miſs! I think there be 
i but croſſes and misfortunes of one kind or 
other. 

Fat. Money to me, r! not for the a you 
want no friends but what you have dlrexdy—Lhckbgs | 
day,' lack-a-day—ſee how luckily 1 came in: I be- 
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lieve you are the gentleman to whom I am charged to 
give this, on the part of my lord Aimworth— Rleſs, 
you, dear Sir, go up to his honour, with my young 
lady—There is a chaiſe waiting at the door to carry 
you——l and wy W will take another way. 


2 pI. 


oth, Mc 


Mexvin, Dorebsen One 


Mer. Pr'ythee read chis letter, « and tell me what 
3 e 

The. Heavens, *tis a letter * lord n 

Mr. By what means I know-not. - 399 

The. I am fo frighted and flurried, . I have 
ſcarce * e to *. it. 


8 81 A. 
| It is with the erated concern J aud, that 1 
& have been unhappily the occaſion of giving ſome 
ie uneaſineſs to you and Miſs Sycamore : be aſſured, 
had I been apprized of your prior pretenſions, and 
the young lally's diſpoſition in your favour, I 
4 ſhould have been the laſt perſon to interrupt your 
& felicity. I beg, fir, you will do me the favour to 
ec me up to my houſe, where I have already fo far 
6 ſettled matters, as to be able to affare you, that 
every thing will go entirely to your ſatisfaction.” 


t 


0 Fs — \S 
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Mer. Well! what do you think of it Shall 
we go to the caſtle ? SE 
« Well! 
&« The, Well! 
« Mer. What do you think of it? 
« The. Nay, what do you think of it? 
0 Mer. Egad, I can't very well tell However, 
&« on the whole, I believe it would be wrong of us to 
« proceed any further in our deſign of running aways 
even if the thing was practicable. 422 
« The. I am entirely of your opinion. I ſwear this 
« lord Aimworth is a charming man: I fancy *tis 
lucky for you I had not been long enough acquaint- 
« ed with him to find out all his good qualities— 
« But how the deuce came he to hear | 
& Mer. No matter ; after this, there can be nothing 
« to-apprehend. What do you ſay, ſhall we go 
up to the caſtle? | ee - 
The. By all means! andin this very trim; to ſhow 
what we were capable of doing, if my father and mo- 
ther had not come to reaſon. “ But, perhaps, 
« the difficulties being removed, may leſſen your pen- 


e chant: you men are ſuch unaccountable mortals.— 


«© Do you love me well enough to marry me, without 

making a frolic of it? 

„ Mer. Do J love you! 
« The. Ay, and to what deer 

Mer. Why do you aft me? 440 


NE 
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AIX. 
os IW, ho upon the oozy beech, 
Can count the num*rous ſands that ke; Br 


& Or diftinflly reckon each 
6 Tranſparent orb that feuds the fs 4 | 


„As their a betray, 
. & And fruſtrate all attempts to tell. 
So *tis impoſſible to ſay. 

& How much I love, I love fo well,” 


But hark you, Mervin, will you take after my father, 
and be a very huſband now ?—Or don't you think 
I ſhall take after my mother, and be a commanding 
wile] :// 552 
Mer. Oh, I'll truſt you. 
The. But you may pay for your confidence. 

 F Exeunt. 


— 


SCENE IX. 


GiLEs. HY 

So, there goes a couple! Icod, I believe Old Nick 
has got among the people in theſe parts. This is as 
queer a thing as ever I heard of, —— Maſter Fair- 
field, and Miſs Patty, it ſeems, are gone to the caſtle 
too ; where by what I larns from Ralph in the mill, 
my lord has promiſed to get her a huſband among the 


II. 
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ſervants. Now ſet in caſe the wind ſets in that cor- 
ner, I have been thinking with myſelf who the plague 
it can be: there are no unmarried men in the family, 
that I do know of, excepting little Bob, the poſtillion, 
and maſter Jonathan, the butler; and he's a matter of 
ſixty or ſeventy years old. I'Il be ſhot if it be'nt 
little Bob. ——Icod, I'll take the way to the caſtle, 
as well as the reſt; for I'd fain ſee how the nail do 
drive. It is well T had wit enough to diſcern things, 
and a friend to adviſe with, or elſe ſhe would have 
fallen to my lot. —— But I have got a furfeit of 
going a courting, and burn me if I won't live a bache- 
lor; for, when all comes to all, I ſee nothing but 
ill blood and quarrels among folk when they are mar- 
tied. ; ee es” | 8 


AIR. 


Then hey for a frolickſome, life ! 
Z' ramble where pleaſures are rife : 
. Strike up with the free-hearted laffes ; 
And ne ver think more of @ wife. 
Plague on it, men are but afſes, 580 
To run after noiſe and ftrife. 


Had we been together buck ; 

* T avouldl have prov'd a fine affair « 
Dogs would have bart'd at the cuckold ; 

And boys, pointing, cry L col there. 
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SCENE X. 


Changes to a greed Apartment in Lord Amworry's 
| | Houſes opening 10 a view of the Garden. 


Lord AmwozTH, FARFIELD, Parry; RAL PE. 


T. Aim. Thus, Maſter Fairfield, I hope I have fully 
ſatisfied you with regard to the falſity of the impu- 
tation thrown upon your daughter and me — 

Fai. My lord, I am very well content; pray do not 
give yourſelf the trouble of ſaying any more. 590 
Kal. No, my lord, you need not ſay any more. 

Fai. Hold your tongue, firrah. 

L. Aim. J am ſorry, Patty, you have had this mor- 
tiſication. i 

Pat. I am ſorry, my lord, you have been 6510 
about it; but really it was againſt my conſent. 

Fai. Well, come children, we will not take up his 
honour's time any longer; let us be poing towards 
home——Heaven proſper your lordſhip ; the pray'rs 
of me and my family ſhall always attend you. 600 

I. Aim. Miller, come back Patty, ftay—— 

Fai. Has your lordſhip any thing further to com- 
mand us? 

L. Aim. Why yes, Maſter Fairfield, 1 have a word 
or two ſtill to ſay to you In ſhort, though you are 
ſatisfied in this affair, I am not; and you ſeem to for- 
get the promiſe-I made you, that, fince I had been 
the means of loſing your daughter one huſband, 1 
would find her another. 

Fai. Your honour is to do as you pleaſe. 610 
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I. Aim. What ſay you, Patty, will you accept of a 
huſband of my chuſing ? 

Pat. My lord, I have.no determination ; you are 
the beſt judge how I ought to act; whatever you 
command I ſhall obey. 

L. Aim. Then, Patty, there is but one perſon I can 
offer you——and I wiſh, for your ſake, he was more 
deſerving Take me—— 

Pat. Sir! 

L. Aim. From this moment our intereſts are one, 
as our hearts; and no earthly power ſhall eyer divide 
us. 622 

Fai. O the gracious b 8 lord Did I 
hear right You, fir, you marry a child of mine! 

L. Aim. Yes, my honeſt old man, in me you be- 
hold the huſband deſigned for your daughter ; and 
I am happy that, by ſtanding in the place of fortune, 
who has alone been wanting to her, I ſhall be able to 
ſet her merit in a light, where its luſtre will be ren- 
dered conſpicuous. | | 630 

Fai. But good, noble ſir, pray com tler don't go 
to put upon a ſilly old man: my daughter is un- 
worthy Patty, child, why don't you ſpeak ? 

Pat. What can I ſay, father! what anſwer to ſuch 


unlook' d- for, ſuch ne ſuch unbounded ge- 


neroſity 

Ral. Down on your knees, and fall a crying. 

Pat. Yes, fir, as my father ſays, conſider your 
noble friends, your relations—lt muſt not, cannot 
bee: - 640 

L. Aim. It nad, and ſhall— ien t 
a from henceforth I have none, that will not acknow- 
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% ledge. you: and I am ſure, when they become ac- 
e quainted- with your perfections, thoſe, whoſe ſuf. 
frage I moſt eſteem, will rather admire the juſtice 
« of my choice, than wonder at its ſingularity.“ 


L. Aim. My life, my joy, my Meng, 
In thee, each grace poſſeſſing, 
283 OF oc 3 $5,000 


L. Aim. | "Thus aol, WE 
4 | One to my ſeu har 
; Can there be Bliſs compleat of 


Tis too much to bear. 


4 * p, „ — 6. —_ 


SCENE XI. 


Enter Sir HARRx, Lady Sycamonr, THEoODOSIA, 
| Mzezvin. 


8. 1 Well, we have followed your lordſhip's 
counſel, and made the beſt of a bad market——5S0 
my Lord, pleaſe to know our ſon-in-law, that is to be. 
IL. Am. You dome a great deal of honour—I wiſh 
you joy, ſir, with all my heart. —And now, Sir Harry, 


III. 


ac- 
uf. 
ice 
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give me leave to introduce to you a new relation of 
mine This, fir, is ſhortly to be * peer | 
S. Har. My lord 
TL. He. Your lordfhip's wiſe 
L. Aim. Yes, madam. | 9 
L. Se. And why ſo, my lord? 6069 
L. Aim. Why, faith, ma'am, becauſe I can't live 


happy without her And I think ſhe has too many 


amiable, too many eſtimable qualities to meet with s A 


worſe fate. 


S. Har. Well, but yon are a peer of the realm you 
will have all the fleererg—— - 
L. Aim. I know very well the ridicule that may be 


thrown on a lord's marrying a miller's daughter; and 


I own, with bluſhes, it has for ſome time had too 
great weight with me: but we ſhould marry to pleaſe 
ourſelves, not other people: and, on mature conſi- 
deration, I can ſee no reproach juſtly merited, by 
raiſing a deſerving woman to a ſtation ſhe is capable 
of adorning, let her birth be what it will, 683 

S. Har. Why tis very true, my lord. I once knew 
a gentleman that married his cook-maid : he was a 
relation of my own—You remember fat Margery, 
my lady! She was a very good ſort of a woman, indeed 
ſhe was, and made the beſt ſuet dumplings I ever 


taſted. 
L. Syc. Will you never 1 Sir Harry, to guard 


your expreſſions ?——Well, but give me leave, my 


lord, to ſay a word to you There are other ill 
conſequences attending ſuch an alliance. 53 

L. Aim. One of them I ſuppoſe is, that I, a peer, 
ſhould be obliged to call this good old miller father- 
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in-law. But where's the ſhame in that? He is as 


good as any lord, in being a man; and if we dare ſup- 


poſe a lord that is not an honeſt man, he is, in my 
opinion, the more reſpectable character. Come, Maſ- 
ter Fairfield, give me your hand; from henceforth 
you have done with working; we will pull down your 
mill, and build you a houſe in the place of it; and 
the money 1 intended for the portion of your daugh- 
ter, ſhall now be laid out in purchaſing a cpmumition 


for your ſon. 


Kal. What, my lord, will you make me a acaptain? 
L. Aim. Ay, a colonel, if you, n it. 
Kal. Then 8 EP A 708 


SCENE *. 


n _ 


Lord Paid Sir Hargy, Lady SYCAMORE, 
Parry, Tuxopos ia, Mezvin, FAIRFIELD, 
| Raren, GiLzs. 


© Giles. Ods bobs, where : am v7 - beg? par- 


don for my audacity. 16 10 


Kal. Hip, de come back, mon, come back — 
Sure my lord's going to. marry ſiſter himſelf ; fey- 
ther's to have a fine houſe, and I'm to be a captain. 
I. Aim. Ho, Maſter Giles, pray walk in; here is 


a a lady who, I dare ſwear,” will be glad to ſee you, 


and give orders that you all always be made wel- 
come. 

Kal. Ves, 4 ver aways be welcome inthe. 
kitchen. 125 n 19 
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L. Aim. What, have you nothing to ſay to your old 
acquaintance—— Come, pray let the farmer falute 
you———Nay, a kiſs—T inſiſt upon it. 

S. Har. Ha, ha, ha—hem ! 

L. He. Sir Harry, I am ready to duk at the mon- 
ſtrouſneſs of your behaviour. 

L. Aim. Fye, Maſter Giles, don't look ſo ſheepiſh; 
you and I were rivals, but not leſs friends at preſent. 


You have acted in this affair like an honeſt Engliſh- 


man, who ſcorned even the ſhadow of his-diſhonour, 


and thou ſhall fit rent-free for a twelyvemonth. 
S. Har. Come, ſhan't we all falute——With your 
leave, my lord, Pll—— 


IL. Syc. Sir Harry! 


Ax. 


L. Aim. Yield auho will to forms a martyr, 
M bil unaw'd by idle ſhame, 
Pride for happineſs I barter, 

Fleedleſs of the millions blame. 
T hus with love my arms I quarter; 
Women grac d in nature's frame, 


Ev'ry privilege, by charter, 
Have a right from man to claim. 


The. Zas'd of doubts and fears prefaging, 
What new joys within me riſe ! 
While mama, her frowns afſuaging, 
Dares no longer tyrannixe, 


de 


| 8. Har. 


P att y. 
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So long | florms and tempeſis raging, 
When the bluſP ring fury dies, 


Ah ! how lovely, how engaging, 


Profpetts fair, and cloudleſs flies ! 


Dad but this is wondrous pretty, 
Singing each a roun-de-lay ; © 
And PII mingle in the ditty, 
27 I ſcurce Fnow what to ſay. 


There's a daughter, briſk and witty ; 


Heres a wife, can wiſely ſway « 
Truft me, maſters, "twere a pity, 
Not to let them have their way. 


My example is a rare one: 

But the cauſe may be divin'd : 
Women want not meri. dare one 
Hope diſcerning men. to find. 

O ! may each. accompliſb' d fair one, 
Bright in perſon, fage in mind, 


Viewing my good fortune, ſhare one 


Giles. 


Full as ſplendid, and as hind. 


Laugh'd at, lighted, circumvented, 
And epos d for folks to ſee't, 
Tit as tho a man repented 
For his folliet in a ſheet. 
But my twronys go unreſented, | 
Since the fates have thought them meet © 
T his good company contented, 
An avifhes are — 
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ISAAC BICKERSTAFF. 


In our mention of this man, prefacing the Opera of 
the Maid of the Mill, we were inadvertently led into 
an error reſpecting his having been Secretary to the 
Earl of Cheſterfield, when Lord Lieutenant of the 
Kingdom of Ireland. The fact is, Bickerſtaff was 
then too young for fuch an employ. He was a page 
to Lady Cheſterfield, and, as is ufual in conſe- 
quence, received the "__ of a pair of Colors in 
the Regulars. 


We have ſome reaſdn to ſuſpect that the Biagru- 

pbia is miſtaken in affirming Mr. Bickerſtaff to have 
been in the marines. We believe he never ſerved 
but in the regulars, and that he attained no higher 
rank than his Enſigncy. 
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— | 


y are commonly 3 in eſtimating 
their own powers. This Opera, Bickerſtaff deemed 
his beſt production. The ſtage bills will ſhow that 

the public think otherwiſe. Love in a Village i is 
performed ten times for once that this piece is acted. 
Perhaps this preference may be attributed to muſicb 
alone — for ſuch Character and Writing as they exhibit, 
ſeem tolerably uniform :—a ſevere Critic might ſay 
warmly intolerable. 


ADFERTISEMENT.  . . 1 


— 


— 


Havixne for ſome years, met with very great ſuc- 
cels in my productions of the muſical kind; when I 


wrote the following opera, it was with unuſual care 
and attention ; and it was the general opinion of all 
my friends, ſome of whom rank among the beſt 
judges, that of all my trifles, Lionel and Clariſſa 
was the moſt pardonable : a deciſion in its favour 


which I was the prouder of, becauſe, to the beſt of 


my knowledge, through the whole, I had not borrow- 


ed an expreſſion, a ſentiment, or a character, from 


any dramatic writer extant. 


When Mr. Garrick thought of performing this 
piece at Drury-lane theatre, he had a new finger to 
bring out, and every thing poſſible for her advan- 
tage was to be done; this neceſſarily occaſioned ſome 
new ſongs and airs to be introduced; and other ſing- 
ers, with voices of a different compaſs from thoſe who 
originally acted the parts, occaſioned ſtill more; by 


' which means the greateſt part of the muſic unavoid- 
ably became new. This is the chief, and indeed the 


only alteration made in the opera; and even to that, 
I ſhould, in many places, have been forced, much 
againſt my will, had it not given a freſh opportunity to 


* 
7 


| 
| 
1 
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4 1 

Mr. Dibdin to diſplay his admirable talents as a mu- 
ſical compoſer. And I will be bold to fay, that his 


Airs, ſerious and comic, in this opera, will appear to 


no diſadvantage by being heard with thoſe of ſome of 
the greateſt maſters. | 


The SCHOOL FOR FATHERS is added to 
the title, becauſe the plotis evidently double ; and that 
of Lionel and Clariſſa alluded to but one part of it, as 
the readers and ſpectators will eafily perceive. 

| I. B. 


| 


2 2 EEE _=__ 
DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


| Men. 
Sir Joun FLowerbats - = Mr. Aickin, 
CoLON EL OI D BOT - - Mr. Suett. 
Lions %% Mr. Kelly. 
Mr. Issa - i - Mr. Dodd. 
HàRM a - - Mr. Dignum. 
JznxINS - - - Mr. Sedgwick. 
omen. 
CLARISSA - | - Mrs. Crouch. 
Lapy Maxy Ol por = Mrs. Hopkins. 
Diana . 8 - Miſs Romanzini, 
Jenny - - - Mrs. Willſon. 
—— ͥ — >= 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
: Men. 
Sir Joan FLowzRnDALE - Mr. Hull. 
CoLoner OLpBoy - - Mr. Quick. 
L1owEL „ Mr. Johnſtone, 
Mr. Ixss aur - - Mrs. Achmet. 
HARMAN - > - Mr. Duffey. 
_ Jenxins - - - - Mr. Banniſter. 
Wonen. 
CLARAISSA 33 - — Mrs. Mountain, 
Lapy Mary OrpBoy - . Mrs. Webb. 
Diana — - — Mrs. Ward. 
Jenny — — „„ ́ r © 
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LIONEL AND CLARISSA. 


ACT 1. SCENET. 
A Chamber in Colonel Ou.080v's Houſe : Colonel Or n- 
BOY is diſcovered at breakfaſt reading a news-paper 5 
at a little diſtance from the tea-table fits Jexnxans ; 


and on the oppoſite fide, D1ana, who appears Playing 
pow & harpfichord. A Girl W 


AIR. 


As how delightful the morning, ie 
How faveet are the proſpetis it yields; 

Summer luxuriant adorning 

The gardens, the groves, and the fields. 


15 grateful to the ſeaſon, 
Its pleaſures let's employ ; 
Kind Nature Liver, and Reaſon 
Permits us to enjoy. 
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Col. Well ſaid Dy, thank you Dy. This, mafter 
Jenkins, is the way I make my daughter entertain me 
every morning at breakfuſt. Come here, and kiſs 
me, you flut, come here, and kifs me, you baggage. 


Dian. Lord, papa, you call one ſuch names 


Col. A ſine girl, maſter Jenkins, a deviliſh fine girl! 
| the has got my eye to a twinkle. There's fire for you 
—ſpirit !—I deſign to marry her to a Duke: how 
much money do you thigh 4 a * would pet with 
ſuch a weneh? | 
is no „ to go out of our own country here; we 
have never a Duke in it, I believe, but we have many 


an honeſt gentleman, who, in my opinion, might de- 
ſerve the young lady. 23 


Cot. So, you would have me marry Dy to a country 
ſquire, eh! How fay you to this, Dy! would not you 
rather be married to a Duke? 

_ Dian. 80 thy tuſdilad's a, Papa, I don't care 
oe he is. 

Col. A rake! you 98. at little 1 
gage; why you wou' d not with to marry a rake, wou d 
you ? So her huſband 1s a rake, ſhe does not care 
| what he is! ha, ha, ha, ha, hat 32 

Dian. Well, but liſten to me, papa—When you 
go out with your gun, do you take any pleafure 1 in 
| ſhooting the poor tame ducks, and chickens in your 


yard ? No, the partridge, the pheaſant, the woodcock. 


are the game; there is fome fport in bringing them 
down becauſe they are wild; and it is juſt the ſame 
with a huſband or a lover. I would not waſte powder 
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and ſhot, to wound one of your ſober pretty behaved 
gentlemen ; but to hit a libertine, extravagant, mad- | 
cap fellow, to take him upon the wing— 42 
Col. Do you hear her, maſter Jenkins? Ha, ha, ha 
Jen. Well, but, good Colonel, what do you fay to 
my worthy and honourable patron here, Sir John 
Flowerdale? He hasan eſtate of eight thouſand pounds 
a year, as well paid rents as any in the kingdom, and 


but one. only daughter to enjoy it; and yet he is Wil- 


ling, you ſee, to give this daughter to your ſon. 49 

Dian. Pray, Mr. Jenkins, how does Miſs Clariſſa 
and our univerſity friend Mr. Lionel? That. i is the 
only grave young man 1 ever liked, and the only 
handſome one I ever was acquainted. with, that did 
not make love to me. | 

Col. Ay, maſter Jenkins, who is this Lionel? They 
ſay, he is a damn'd witty knowing fellow; and egad 
I think him well enough for one 1 up in a col- 
lege. e 58 

Jen. His ticker was a hos officer, a OR 
friend of Sir John's, who, like many more brave men, 
that live and die in defending their country, left little 
elſe than honour behind him. Sir John ſent this 
young man, at his own expence, to Oxford; where, 
while his ſon lived, they were upon the fame footing : 
and ſince our young gentleman's death, which you 
know unfortunately happened about two years ago, 


he has continued him there. During the vacation, he 


is come to pay us a viſit, and Sir John intends that 
he ſhall ſhortly take orders for a very conſiderable 
benefice in the gift of the family, the preſent incum- 
bent of which i is an aged man. 71 
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Dian. The laſt time T was at your houfe, he was 
teaching Miſs Clariſſa mathematics and philoſophy, 
Lord, what a ſtrange brain I have! If J was to fit 
down to diſtract myſelf with ſuch ſtudies — 

Col. Go, huſſy, let ſome of your brother's raſcals 
inform their maſter that he has been long enough at 
his toilet; here is a meſſage from Sir John Flowerdale 
—You a brain for mathematics indeed! We ſhall 
have women wanting to head our regiments to- mor- 
row or next day. | 81 

Dian. Well, papa, tad ſuppoſe we did. I believe, 
in a battle of the ſexes, you men would hardly get 
the better of us. 


AIR, 


To rob them of ftrength, when wiſe Nature thought fi 
By avomen to ſtill do her duty, 
| Jaftead of a ſword ſhe endu'd them with wit, 

And gave them a ſbield in their beauty. 


Sound, ſound the trumpet, both ſexes to arms 
. _ ... Our tyrants at once, and protectors ! 90 
1 e quickly ſhall ſæe whether courage or charms, 
Decide {for the Helens or Hefors. 
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SCENE II. 


Colonel Ol DBOY, Jexkins. 


Col. Well, maſter Jenkins! don't you think now 
that a Nobleman, a Duke, an Earl, or a Marquis, 
might be content to ſhare his title — ] ſay, you un- 
derſtand me vith a ſweetener of thirty or forty 
thouſand pounds, to pay off Mortgages? Beſides, 
there's a proſpect of my whole eſtate; for I dare 
ſwear her brother will never have any children. 99 

Fen. I ſhould be concerned at that, Colonel, when 
there are two ſuch fortunes to deſcend to his heirs, 
as your's and Sir John Flowerdale's. 

Cel. Why look you, maſter Jenkins, Sir John 33 
erdale is an honeſt gentleman; our families are nearly 
related; we have been neighbours time out of mind; 

and if he and I have an odd diſpute now and then, it 
is not for want of a cordial eſteem at bottom. He is 
going to marry his daughter to my ſon; ſhe is a 
beautiful girl, an elegant girl, a ſenſible girl, a wor- 
thy girl, and—a word in your ear—damn me if I an't 
very ſorry for her. 440664 BAK 

Fen. Sorry | Colonel? 

Col. 1 n. maſter Jenkins, my 
ſon won't do. 

Fen. | How do you mean ? | 

Col. J tell you, maſter Jenkins, he won't do—he i is 
not the thing, a prig At ſixteen years old, or there- 
abouts, he was a bold, ſprightly boy, as you ſhould 


14 SCHOOL FOR FATHERS; OR, Aer! 


ſee in a thouſand; could drink his pint of port, or 

his bottle of claret now he mixes all his wine with 

water. : | 121 

| x Ohl if that be his ws fault, Colonel, he will 
ne er make the worſe huſband, I'll anſwer for it. 

Col. You know my wife is a woman of quality——. 
F was prevailed upon to ſend him to be brought up 
by her brother Lord Jeſſamy, who had no children of 
his own, and promiſed to leave him an eſtate he 
has got the eſtate indeed, but, the fellow has taken his 
Lordſhip's name for it. Now, maſter Jenkins, I 
would be glad to-know, how the name of Jeſſamy i is 
better than that of Oldboy. en 

Fen. Well! but Colonel, it is allowed on all hands 
that his Lordſhip has' nan; pnrbengh an excellent edu- 
cation. 

Col. Plha ! he ſent him to the univerfity, and to 
travel forſooth; but what of that; I was abroad, and 
at the eniverſity: myſelf, and never a ruſh the better 
for either. I quarrePd with his Lordfhip about fix 
years before his death, and ſo had not an opportunity 
of ſeeing how the youth went on; if T had, maſter 
Jenkins, I would no mare have ſuffered him to be 
made ſueh a monkey of He has been in my houſe 
but three days, and it is all turned topſey- turvey by 
him and his raſcally ſervants——then his chamber is 
like 2 perfumer's ſhop, with waſh-batls, paſtes, and 
pomatum and do you know, he had the impudence 
to tell me yeſterday at my own table, that I did not 
know how to-behave myſelf ? | 148 

Fn, Pray, Colonel, how does my Lady Mary? 
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Col. What, my wife ? In the old way, maſter Jen- 
kins; always complaining; ever ſomething the _— 
with her head, or her hack, or her legs but w 
have had the devil to pay lately —ſhe and I did not 
ſpeak to one another for three weeks. 

Jen. How ſo, Sir? Kh ad 

Col. A little affair of jealouſy—you muſt know, my 
game-keeper's daughter has had a child, and the 
plaguy baggage takes it into her head to lay it to me 
Upon my foul it is a fine fat chubby infant as ever 
I ſet my eyes on; I have ſent it to nurſe; and be- 
tween you and me, I TG ſhall leave it a for- 
tune. 

Fen. Ah, Colonel, you wilt: never give over. 

Col. You know my Lady has a pretty vein of poetry: 
ſhe writ me an heroic epiſtle upon it, where ſhe calls 
me her dear falſe Damon; ſo I let her cry a little, 
promiſed to do ſo no more, and now we are as good 
friends as ever. 

Jen. Well, Colonel, I muſſ take. my leave ; I have 
delivered my meſſage, and Sir John may expect the 
pleaſure of your company to dinner. "270 

Col. Ay, ay, we'll come - pox o' ceremony among 


friends. But won't you ſtay to ſee my ſon? I have 


ſent to him, and ſuppoſe he will be here as ſoon as 
his valet-de-chambre will give him leave. 

Fen. There is no occaſion, good Sir: preſent my 
humble reſpects, that's all. 

Col. Well, but, zounds, Jenkins, you muſt not go 
till you drink ſomething—let you and I have a bottle 


of hock— | 
B 3 
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Jen. Not for the world, Colonel; I never touch 
any thing ſtrong in the morning. i 181 
Col. Never touch any thing ſtrong! Why one bot- 
tle won't hurt you, man, this is old, and as mild as 
Fen, Well, but, Colonel, pray excuſe me. 


AIR. 


To tell you the truth, 
In the days of my youth, 
As mirth and nature bid, 
T td a glaſs, | 
And I lor d a laſs, | 
And 1 did as younkers did. 


But now I am old, 
With grief be i told, | 
J muft thoſe freaks forbear ; 
Ati ſiuty-ubrre, 
T wixt you and me, 
A man grows worſe for wear. 


Ae l. LIONEL AND CL ARIS SA. 17 


SCENE III. 


Mr. JessAur, Lady Maxy Orpsor, and then Colonel 
Or pnor. 


Lady M. Shut the door, why don't you ſhur the 
door there? Have you a mind I ſhould catch my 
death? This houſe is abſolutely the cave of Æolus; 
one had as good live on the eddy-ſtone, or in a-wind- 
null, | 3 1201 

Mr. Jer. I thought they told your Ladyſhip, that 
there was a meſſenger here from Sir John Flowerdale. 

Col. Well, fir, and fo there was; but he had not 
patience. to wait upon your curling-irons. Mr. Jen- 
kins was here, Sir John Flowerdale's ſteward, who 


- has lived in the family theſe forty years. 


Mr. Fes. And pray, Sir, might not Sir John Flow- 
erdale have come himſelf: if he had been acquainted 
with the rules of good breeding, he would have known 


that I ought to have been viſited. 


Lady M. Upon my word, Colonel, this is a Gale. 
cif, : 

Col. *Sblood, my Lady, it's none. Sir John Flow- 
erdale came but laſt night from his ſiſter's ſeat in the 


Weſt, and is a little out of order. But I ſuppoſe he 


thinks he ought to appear before him with his daughter 


in one hand, and his rent-roll in the other, and cry, 


Sir, pray do me the favour to accept them. 218 
Lady M. Nay, but, Mr. Oldboy, permit me to ſay— 
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Col. He need not give himſelf ſo many affected airs; 
I think it's very well if he gets ſuch a girl for going 
for ; ſhe's one of the handſomeſt and richeſt in this 
country, and more than he deſerves. 

Mr. Jes. That's an exceeding fine china jar your 
ladyſhip has got in the next room; I ſaw the fellow of 
it the other day at Williams's, and will ſend to my 
agent to purchaſe it: it is the true matchleſs old 
blue and white. Lady Betty Barebones has a couple 
that ſhe gave an hundred guineas for, on board an 
Indiaman; but ſhe reckons them at a hundred and 
twenty-five, on account of half a dozen plates, four 
Nankeen beakers, and a couple of ſhaking Mandarins, 
that the cuſtom-houſe officers took from under her 
petticoats. - | 234 

Col. Did you ever ans the like of this !- He's chat- 
tering about old china, while J am talking to him of 
a fine. girl. I tell you what, Mr. Jeſſamy, ſince that's 
the name you chooſe to be called by, T have a good 
mind to knock you down. 

Mr. Fes: Knock me Jown 1 Colonel? What do 
you mean? I muſt tell you, Sir, this is a language to 
which I have not been accuſtomed; and, if you think 

proper to continue to repeat it, I ſhall be under a ne- 
ceſſity of quitting your houſe? 

Col. Quitting my houſe ? 

Mr. Fes. Yes, Sir, docgherdaly.. 

Cel. Why, Sir, am not I your father, Sir, and have 
I not a right to talk to you as I like? I will, firrah. 
But, * Y POTS be 6 . and J hope 

not. 250 


WWW 
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Lady M. Heavens and earth, Mr. Oldboy r 
Col. What's the matter, Madam? I mean, Madam, 

chat he might have been changed at . n 

and J believe he was. 

Mr. Fes. Huh! hub ! huh! | 
Col. Do you laugh at me, you ſaucy ackiniges ! ! 
Lady M. Who's there ? ſomebody bring me a chair. 

Really, Mr. Oldboy, you throw my weakly frame 

into ſuch repeated convulfions—but I ſee your aim; 

you want to lay me in my grave, and you will very 

ſoon have that ſatisfaction. 261 
Col. I can't bear the ſight of him. | 
Lady M. Open that window, give me air, or I 

ſhall faint. | 
Mr. Jes. Hold, hold, let me tie a handkerchief 


about my neck firſt, This curſed ſharp north wind 


Antoine, bring down my muff. 

Col. Ay, do, and his great-coat. 

Lady M. Marg'ret, ſome harts-horn. My dear 
Mr. Oldboy, why will you fly out in this way, when 
you know how it ſhocks my tender nerves ? 

Col. *Sblood, Madam, it's enough to make a man 


8 mad. 


Lady M. Hartſhorn! ! Hartſhorn ! 

Mr. Fes. Colonel! 

Col. Do you hear the puppy * ? 

Mr. Jet. Will you give me leave to aſk you one 
queſtion ? 

Col. J don't know whether I will or not. 279 

Mr. Jer. I ſhould be glad to know, that's all, what 
ſingle circumſtance in my conduct, carriage, or 
figure you can poſhbly find fault with — Perhaps I 


10 SCHOOL FOR FATHERS; OR, Aer l. 


may be brought to reform—Pr'ythee let me hear 
from your own mouth, then, ſeriouſly what it is you 
do like, and what it is you do not like. 

Col. Hum! 

Mr. Fes. Be ingenuous, ek and ſpare not. 

Col. You would know? 


AIR. 


an Sir ! then J tell you without any je ef, 
The thing of all things, which I hate and deteſt ; 
A coxcomb, a fop, | 2090 
A dainty millaſop: 
Who, efſenc'd and dien d from bottom to top, 
Looks juſt like a doll for a milliner' s hp. 
A thing full of prate, 18 
And pride and concett ; 32 
All faſhion, no weight; 
Who fbrugs, and takes ſnuff, 
And carries a muff; : 
A minilin, | 
| Finiłing, %% 2300 
French powder puff. 7 
And now, Sir, 1 fancy, I ve told you enough. 


EY 


SCENE IF. 


Lady Maar OLpzov, Mr. IEssAur. 


Mr. Jer. What's the matter with the Colonel, 
Madam; does your ladyſhip know ? 


eſteem themſelves happy in having ſuch a ſon 
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Lady M. Heigho ! don't be ſurpriſed, my dear ; it 
was the ſame thing with my late dear brother, Lord 
Jeflamy ; they never could agree: that good na- 
tured friendly ſoul, knowing the delicacy of my con- 
ſtitution, has often ſaid, fiſter Mary, I pity you. 
Not but your father has good qualities, and I aſſure 
you I remember him a very fine gentleman himſelf. 
In the year of the hard froſt, one thouſand ſeven 
hundred and thirty-nine, when he firſt paid his ad- 
dreſſes to me, he was called agreeable Jack Oldboy, 
though I married him without the conſent of your 
noble grandfather. 316 

Mr. Fes. I think he ought to be proud of me: I 


believe there's many a Duke, nay Prince, who would 


Lady MH. Yes, my dear; but your ſiſter was always 
your father's favourite : he intends to give her a pro- 
digious fortune, and ſets his heart upon Kring her a 


| woman of quality. 


Mr. Fes. He ſhould wiſh to fee her look a little like 
a gentlewoman firſt. When ſhe was in London laſt 
winter, I am told ſhe was taken notice of by a few 
men. But ſhe wants air, manner. 327 

Lady M. And has not a bit of the genius of our fa- 
mily, and I never knew a woman of it, but herſelf, 
without. I have tried her : about three years ago I 
ſet her to tranſlate a little French ſong : I found ſhe 
had not even an idea of verſiſication; and ſhe put 
down love and joy for rhyme—ſo I gave her over. 

Mr. Jes. Why, indeed, ſhe appears to have more 
of the 'Thaleftris than the Sappho about her. 


. Ä ̃ͤ ᷣů—ů: 
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Lay M. Well, my dear, I muſt go and dreſs my- 
ſelGithough Lprowit 1 amn fitter for my bed than my 
coach. And: condefeend/ta the Colonel a little Do 
gs 3 1 eee mamma. 339 
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Let me conſider: Fam going to vifit a country Ba- 
ronet here: who would fain prevail upon me to mar- 
ry. his daughter: the old gentleman; has heard of my 


parts and underſtanding ; Miſs of my figure and ad- 
dreſs. But, fappoſe I ſhould not like her when I ſee 


her? Why, poſi tively, then J will not have her; the 


treaty's at an end, and, ſans compliment, we rbak 


up the congreſs. But, won't that be cruel, after ha- 


ving ſuffered her to flatter herſelf with hopes, and 
ſhewing myſelf. to her. She's a ſtrange dowdy I dare 
believe : however, ſhe brings provißon with her for 
a ſeparate maintenance. 351 
Antoine, appretez ha toilet. 1 am going to ſpend 
a curſed day; that I perceive already; I wiſh i it was 
over, 1 dread 1 it as much as a 12 election. | 


och ba — endtnd, 
W herd among his country friandi, 
They evatth his looks, his motions 
Oh booby gapes, another flares, 
ee does, eats, drinks, Wears, 
Muft ſuit their ruſtic notions, 360 
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| 2 why' did I ever come down here: 
1 will ee eee 2 1 
Then a'conſort to tale, N 


For my family s ſale, 6 0 | 
——— — 2 


SCENE. mL. 


Changes to a Study in Sir Jouw erk. 1 

| two Chairs and a Table, with Globes and Mathema- 

tical Infiruments. CLAAIss4 enters, N by 

1 5 

ch a e EIT wy 1999 5 90 G2. 
F Al. ſupport, AZ ones of e 
> | Rebevs' 6 ber opgteſite"" as ei A 
Ard be me, by mo of. 201129 

Im. My Song lady, what alle — 7 - 

Clar. Nothing, Jenny, nothing. 

Jen. Pardon me, Madam, chere is ſomething ails 
you indeed. Lord! what ſigniſies all the grandeur 
and riches: in this world, if they can't procure one 
content. I am ſure it vexes me to the heart, ſo it 
does, to ſee ſuch a dear, ſweet, gene * 
a3 you are, piniog k death. 380 
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Clar. Jenny, you are a good girl, and I am very | 
much obliged to you for feeling ſo much on my ac- 
count; but in a little time, I hope 1 ſnall be eaſier. 

Fen. Why, now, here to day, Madam, for ſartain 
you ought to be merry to day, when there's a fine 
gentleman coming to court you; but, if you like any 
one elle better, I am | ſure, 1 wiſh you had wo, 1 with 
all my ſoul. ” 

Clar. Suppoſe, Jenny, I was ſo unfortunate, as to 
like a man without my father's approbation ; would 


you wiſh me married to him ? 905 
Ven. 1 wiſh you married to any one, Madam, that 
could make you happy. 
Qar. Heigho! 


Jen. Madam! Madam 88 Sir John and 
Mr. Lionel on the terrace; I believe they are coming 
up here. Poor, dear Mr. Lionel, he does not ſeem 
to be in over great ſpirits either. To be ſure, Ma- 
dam, it's no buſineſs of mine; but J believe, if the 
truth was known, there are thoſe in the houſe, who 
would give more than ever I ſhall be worth, or any 
the likes of me, to prevent the marriage of a ſartain 


perſon that ſhall be nameleſs. 403 
Clar. What 15 5 mean ? I r underſtand 
you? | 


FW I hope you are not angry, Madam? ? 

Clar. Ah! Jenny=— | 

„ Lauk ! Madam, do you think, when Mr. 
Lionel's a clergyman, he'll be obliged to cut off his 
hair? I'm ſure it will be a thouſand pities, for it is the 
ſweeteſt colour, and looks the niceſt put up in a cue 
and your great pudding-ſleeves! Lord! they'll 


Act I. LIONEL AND CLARISSA. 25 
quite ſpoil his ſhape, and the fall of his ſhoulders. 
Well! Madam, if I was a lady of large fortune, Dll 
be hanged if Mr. Lionel ſhould be a parſon, if I could 
help it. ö 1 

Clar. Pm going into my Wa room It ſeems 
then Mr. Lionel is a great favourite of yours; but 
pray Jenny, have a care how rom talk. 1 in 4 manner 
to any one elſG. 

Jen. Me talk ! Madam, I ha, you Pe: me 
better; and, my dear Lady, keep up your ſpirits. 
I'm ſure J have dreſſed r er as nice as hands and 
pins can make you. ] 


| ** 


n but a poor ſervant, tit true, Ma am; 
But cual I a lady like you, Ma am, 
In grief would I fit? The dickenr a bit 31 | 
Mo, faith, { would ſearch the world thro', Ma'am, 


Oe WC ee 
Q | "88g young mai, | 03.8024 1 2 gh 
In my fancy there ran᷑] : 
i might anger my friends and relations: 52 
But ff [had regard. { 
© fidbbge wy Lords: 


Or I'd follow my own ende 
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Sir Jonx FLOWERDALE, Lioxzr, 


Bir Jol. Indeed, Lionel, I will not hear TY it. 
What! to run from us all of a ſudden, this way: 
and at ſuch a time too; the eve of my daughter's 
wedding, as I may call it; when your company muſt 
be doubly agreeable, as well as neoeſſary to us? Iam 
ſure you have no ſtudies at preſent, that require your 
attendance at Oxford: I muſt, cheteſore, inſiſt on 
your putting ſuch thoughts out of your head. 

Lion. Upon my word, Sir, I have been ſo long from 
the univerſity, that it is time for me to think of re- 
turning. It is true, I have no abſolute ſtudies; but, 
really, Sir, I ſhall be e od 8 * you will 
enn 1 * A448 

Sir Jahn. Come, ade have for 
fn time obſerved à more than ordinary gravity 
growing upon you, and I am not to learn the reaſon 
of it: I know, to minds {crious, and well ipclined, 
like yours, the ſacred TN you axe y=_ to em- 
— TETINEE T0 

Lion. Dear Sir, your N _— every kind, 
is ſo great, ſo unmerited l Laar cendeſcenſion, your 
friendly attentions in ſhort, Sir, I want words to 
expreſs my ſenſe of obligations 
Sir Fohn. Fie, fie, no more of them. By my laſt 
letters, I find that my old friend, the rector, ſtill con- 
tinues in good health, conſidering his advanced years. 
You may imagine I am far from deſiring the death of 
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ſo worthy and pions a man; yet, I muſt own, at this 
time, I could wiſh you were in orders, as you miglit 
then perform the eeremony of my daughters mar- 
riage; which would grve me a ſecret ſatis faction. 

Lion. No doubt, Sir, any office in my power that 
could be inſtrumental to the happineſs of any in your 

Sir Fobn. Why, really, Lionel, from the character 
of her intended huſband, I have no room to doubt, 
but this match will make Clariſſa perfectly happy: 
to be ſure, the Ar is the moſt _— = 4 
familie. 90 

Lion. I the boden is © ferifible FAR happineſs 
in the alliance, Sir. - 

Sir Jobn. The fondneſs of a father is always ſuſ- 
 petted of partiality; yet, I believe, 1 may venture to 
fay, that few young women will be found more unex- 
ceptibnable than my daughter: her perſon is agfee- 
able, her temper ſwest, her utiderſtanding good; and, 
with tlie obligations ſhe has to your inftruftion— 

Lion. You do my endeavours too mueh honour, St ir: 
I have been able to add nothing to Miſs Flowerdale's 
accompliſhments, but a little Enowleckge in matters of 
ſmall importance to a mind already ſo well improved. 

Sr John. 1 don't think ſo; a little kriowledge, even 
in thoſe matters, is neceſſary for a woman, in whom, 
I am far from confidering ignorance as a deſireable 
characteriſtic: when intelligence is not attended with 
impertinent affeQation, it teaches them to judge with 
preciſion, and gives them a degree of foltdity neceſ- 
fary for the companion © of a ſenfible man. 493 
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Lion. Londer's Mr. Faun 291 Hey! he's looking 


for yon, Sin. „Sia 
Sir Fohn., I ſee * ; he's come hack 4 Colonel 
Oldboy's3. J have a few words to ſay to him; and 


amn | 
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who enters abruptly, and runs out again. 


Co FERTILE 


+, Lion. To be a burthen to one's ſelf, to wage con- 
MARY. war with one's own paſſions, forced to combat, 
unable to oyercome !, But ſee, ſhe appears, whoſe 
preſence turns all my ſufferings into tranſport, and 
makes even miſery. itſelf delightful. _ Foz 
Perhaps, Madam, you are not at leiſure now; 
otherwiſe, if you thought proper, we would reſume 
the ſubject we were upon yeſterday. UTR 
Cr. I am nals Mo I N you a great deal of 


trouble. 

Tion. Madam, you give me no trouble; I ſhould 
think every hour of my life happily employed i in your 
ſervice; and as this is probably. the laſt time I ſhall 
have the ſatisfaction of attending you upon. the ſame 


occaſion— | 
Clar. Upon my word, Mr. Lionel, 1 think myſelf 


extremely obliged to you; and ſhall ever conſider the 
enjoyment of your friendſhip—— 


$48.3 
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Lion. My friendſhip, Madam, cad be of little mo- 
ment to you ; but if the moſt perfe& adoration, if the 
warmeſt wiſhes for your felicity, though I ſhould ne- 
ver be witneſs of it: if theſe, Madam, can have any 
merit to continue in your remembrance, a man once 
honoured with a ſhare of your eſteem 522 

Clar. Hold, Sir—I think I hear ſomebody. | 

Lion. If you pleaſe, Madam, we'll turn over this 
celeſtial globe once more Have you togked at the 
book I left you yeſterday ? | 

Clar. Really, Sir, 1 have been ſo diſturbed 
in my thoughts for theſe two or three days paſt, that 
I have not been able to look at any thing. 529 

Lion. I am ſorry to hear that, Madam; I hope 
there was nothing particular to diſturb you. The 
care Sir John takes to diſpoſe of your hand i in a man- 
ner ſuitable to your birth and fortune. | 

Clar. I don't know, Sir; I on I am diſturbed ; 

I own I am uneaſy; there is ſomething weighs upon 
my heart, which I would fain diſcloſe. 

Lion. Upon your heart, Madam! did you ſay 
your heart ? 

Clar. 1—did Sir, "lea 539 

Fen. Madam! Madam! Here's a coach and fix 
driving up the avenue: It's Colonel Oldboy's family ; 
and, I believe the gentleman is in it, that's coming to 
court you.—Lord, I * run and have a peep a at him 
out of the window. 

Lion. Madam, I'll take my = leave, - 
| Clar. Why ſo, Sir ?— Bleſs me, Mr. Lionel | 
"Wy s the matter !—You turn pale. 

n. Madam 
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Cu. Pray ſpeak to me, Sir Vu tremble.— Tell 
me the cauſe of this ſudden . are en — 
Where's your diſorder? 331 
Lua. Oh fortune l fortune: 
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Turns poifon and feeds the dliſtaſe. 
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Crakissa, 33 


| Dian. My dear Clariſa—T'm "Ay T have Found 
you alone. —For Heaven's fake; don't let any one 
break in upen us; —and give me ſeavé to fit down 
with you a little 1 am in fuch a tremour, fuch 4 
panic 
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Clar. Mercy on us, what has happened? 569 
Dian. You may remember I told you, that when 

I was laſt winter in London, I was followed by an 

odious fellow, one Harman; I can't ſay but the 

wretch pleaſed me, though he is but a younger bro- 
ther, and not worth ſixpence: And, in ſhort, when 

I was leaving town, I promiſed to correſpond with 
Clar. Do you think that was prudent ? 

Dian. Madneſs! But this is not the worſt, for 
what do you think, the creature had the aſſurance to 
write to me about three weeks ago, deſiring permiſ- 
on to come down and ſpend the ſummer at my 
father's. e 

Clar. At your father's ! | We 

Dian. Ay, who never ſaw him, knows nothing of 
him, and would as ſoon conſent to my marrying a 
horſe jockey. He told me a long ſtory of ſome tale 
he intended to invent to make my father receive him 
as an indifferent perſon ; and ſome gentlemen in Lon- 
don, he ſaid, would procure him a letter that ſhould 
give it a face; and he longed to ſee me ſo, he faid, 
he could not live without it; and if he could be per- 
mitted but to ſpend a week with me 

Clar. Well, and what anſwer did you make? 

Dian. Oh! abuſed him, and refuſed to liſten to 
any ſuch thing But — I vow I tremble while I tell 
it you—Juſt before we left our houſe, the impudent 
monſter arrived there, attended by a couple of ſer- 
rants, and is now actually _— here with my fa- 
ther. | 

Char, Upon my word, this is a dreadful ching. 

C 


32 SCHOOL FOR FATHERS; OR, Acer l. 


Dian. Dreadful, my dear I happened to be at 
the window as he came into: the court, and I declare 
J had like to have fainted: away. | 

Clar. Isn't my Lady below? 603 


Dian. Yes, and I muſt run down: to her. You'll 


have my. brother here preſently too, he would fain 
have come in the coach with my mother and me, but 
my father inſiſted on his walking with him over the 
fields. 

Clar. Well, Diana, with marc to your - affair—l 
think you muſt find ſome method of immediately in- 
forming this gentleman that you conſider the outrage 
he has committed againſt you, in the moſt heinous 
light, and infift upon his going away directly. 

Dian. Why, I believe that will be the beſt way 
but then he'll be begging wy —_— and aſking to 
ſtay - 
Clar. Why his you mu tell him peltirety you 
won't conſent to it; and if he perſiſts in ſo extrava- 
gant a deſign, Wy him you'll never ſee him again as 
long-as- you. live. -. 620 

Dian. Muſt 1 tell kim ſo? 


1. pr*ythee ſpare me, dearęſt creature ! | 
How can you prompt me to ſa much Ulnature : 10 
Kneeling before me, 

Shou'd. I hear him implore me: 
Cod I accuſe him, 

Cord T' refuſe him 
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The boon he ſhou'd aſk ? 
Set rot a lover the cruel taſk. 
No, believe me, my dear, 
| Was he now ſtanding here, 
In ſpite of my frights, and alarms, 
I might rate him, might ſcold bim 
But fhou'd ftill ſtrive to hold bim 
And fink at laſt into his arms. 


SCENE X. 


CLAr1ss4. 


How eaſy to direct the conduct of others, how hard 
to regulate our own !' I can give my friend advice, 
while I am conſcious of the ſame indiſcretions in my- 
ſelf. Vet is it criminal to know- the moſt. worthy, 
maſt amiable. man in the world, and not to be inſen- 
ible to his merit? But my father, the kindeſt, beſt 
of fathers,, will he approve the choice L have: made? 
Nay, has he not made another choice for me? And, 
after all, how can L be ſure that the man love, loves 
me again? He never told me ſo: but His looks, his 
actions, his preſent anxiety ſufficiently declare what 
his delicacy, his generoſity,, will not ſüffer him to 
utter. | | 
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AIR. 


Ye gloomy thoughts, ye fears perverſe, 
Like ſullen vapours all diſperſe, 

And ſcatter in the wind ; | 
Deluſive phantoms, brood of night, 
No more my fickly fancy fright, 

No more my reaſon blind. 


*Tes hs . feel my ſoul lars + 
The wifions fly, the miſts are chas'd, 
Nor kave a cloud behind. 


SCENE XL. 


Changes to a Side View of Sir Joan FLowEeRDALE's 
Houſe, with Gates, and a profpet of the Garden. 


_ Harman enters with Colonel Ounzorv. 


Col. Well, and how does my old friend Dick Ran- 
tum do? I have not ſeen him theſe twelve years : he 
was an honeſt worthy fellow as ever breathed ; I re- 
member he kept a girl in London, and was curſedly 
plagued by his wife's relations. 660 

Har. Sir Richard was always a man of ſpirit, 
Colonel. | WE 

Col. But as to this buſineſs of yours, which he tells 
me of in his letter don't ſee much in it An affair 
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with a citizen's daughter—pinked her brother in a 
duel—Is the fellow likely to die? 

Har. Why, Sir, we hope not ; but as the matter is 
dubious, and will probably make ſome noiſe, I 
thought it was better to be for a little time out of the 
way; when hearing my caſe, Sir Richard Rantum 
mentioned you; he ſaid, he was ſure you would per- 
mit me to remain at your houſe for a few days, and 
offered me a recommendation. 

Col. And there's likely to be a brat in the caſe— 
And the girl's friends are in buſineſs— I'll tell you 
what will be the conſequence then—They will be for 
going to law with you for a maintenance—but no mat- 
ter, I'll take the affair in hand for you—make me 
your ſolicitor ; and, if you are obliged to pay for a 
ſingle ſpoonful of pap, III be content to father all the 
children in the Foundling Hoſpital. 681 

Har. You are very kind, Sir. 

Col. But hold—hark you—you ſay there's money 
to be had—ſuppoſe you were to marry the wench ? 

Har. Do you think, Sir, that would be fo right af- 
ter what has happened ? Beſides, there's a ſtronger 
objection To tell you the truth, I am roms we do in 
love in another place. 


Col. Oh! you are. D 7 Os 
Har. Yes, Sir, but there are obſtacles—A father 


In ſhort, Sir, the miſtreſs of my heart lives in this 
very county, which makes even my preſent ſituation 


a little irkſome. 
Col. In this county! Zounds ! Then I am fare I 
am acquainted with her, and the firſt letter of her 


name 1s 
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Har. Excuſe me, Sir, I have ſome particular rea- 


ſons 
Col. But look who comes yonder—Ha! hal ha! 
My fon picking his ſteps like a dancing-maſter. 
Pr'ythee, Harman, go into the houſe, and let my 
wife and daughter know we are come, while I go — 
have ſome ſport with him : they will iroduce you 
to Sir John Flowerdale. 
Har. Then, Sir, I'll take the liberty) 
Cal. But d' ye hear, I muſt have a little more dif. 
oourſe with you about this girl; perhaps ſhe's a neigh- 
bour of mine, and I may be of ſervice to you. 
Har. Well, remember, Colonel, I ſhall try your 


friendſhip. DE. 719 


Indulgent pow'rs, if ever 
Tou mark'd a tender vow, , 
D bend in bind compaſſion, | 
And hear a lover now: 


For titles, wealth, and honours, 
White others crowd your fprine ; 
1 40. this only ble/jing, 
| Let ber I love be mine. 
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SCENE XII. 


Colonel Oipnor, Mr. Je ssauv, and ſeveral Servants. 


Col. Why, Zounds ! one would think you had ne- 
ver put your feet to the ground before; you make as 
much work abont walking a quarter of a mile, as if 
you had gone a pilgrimage to Jeruſalem. 722 

Mr. Fes. Colonel, you have uſed me extremely ill, 
to drag me through the dirty roads in this manner ; 
you told me the way was all over a „ 
only ſee what a condition I am in! 


Col. Why, how did I know the roads were dirty ? 


is that my fault? Beſides, we miſtook the way. 
Zounds, man, your legs will be neyer the worſe when 
they are bruſhed a little. | | 730 

Mr. Fes. Antoine ! have you ſent La Roque for 
the ſhoes and ſtockings ? Give me the glaſs out of your 
pocket—not a duſt of powder left in my hair, and the 
friſſure as flat as the fore-top of an attorney's clerk 
—pet your comb and pomatum; you muſt borrow 
ſome powder; I ſuppoſe there's ſuch a thing as a 
dreſſing-room in the houſe ? 


Col. Ay, anda cellar too, I hope, for I want a 


glaſs of wine curſedly—but hold! hold! Frank, 
where are you going ? Stay, and pay your devoirs 
here, if you pleaſe; I ſee there's ſomebody coming 
out to welcome us. 742 
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| SCENE XII. 


Colonel Sakai Mr. Js$88any, Lion, DiAx4, 
 CLarissa. 


Lion. Colonel, your moſt obedient ; Sir John i is 
walking with my Lady i in the garden, and has com- 
miſſioned me to recive you. 

Col. Mr. Lionel, I am heartily glad to ſee you 
—come here, Frank—this is my ſon, Sir. 

_ Lion. Sir, I am exceeding proud to 

Mr. Fes. Can't you get the powder then? 549 

Col. Miſs Clary, my little Miſs Clary—give me a 
kiſs, my dear—as handſome as an angel, by heavens— 
Frank, why don t you come here? this is Miſs 

Flowerdale. 
Dian. Oh Heavens, Clariſſa! Juſt as I ſaid, that 
impudent devil is come here with my father. 

Mr. Jer. Had'nt we better 1 into the houſe ? 


AIR. 


To be made in ſuch a pickle ! 
| Will you pleaſe to lead the way, Sir? 
Col. Mo, but if you pleaſe, you may, Sir, 
For precedence none will fickle, 7160 
Dian. Brother, no politeneſs ? Bleſs me ! 
Will you not your hand below . 
Lead the Lady, 


Don't diſtreſs me ; 
Dear Diana lei him go. 


Clar. 


Acr II. LIONEL AND CLARISSA. 
Mr. Jes. _ am Permit me. | 
Col. Smoke the beau. 


A. 2. Cruel muſt I, can I bear? 
0h adverſe ſtars ! 
Oh fate ſevere! 
Beoeſet, tormented, 
Each hope prevented : 


Col. Wone but the brave deſerve the fair. 
Come Ma'am let me lead you: 
| | Now, Sir, I precede you. | 
A. 5. Lovers muſt ill uſage bear. 
05 adverſe flars ! oh fate ſevere! 
None but the brave deſerve the fair. 


- * 
. . 
— * 
* * 
* 


"ACT IT. ScENE I. 


A Hall in Sir Fohn Frowr aDaLe's Houſe, with the 
View of a-grand Stair-caſe, through an Arch. On 
either fide of the Stair-caſe below, beo * . 


"yup different * 
Liox EL enters followed by ier. 
Jenny. | 


We: LL, but Mr. Lionel, conſider, pray conſider 
now ; how can you be ſo prodigious undiſcreet as you 


are, walking about the. hall here, while the ie 
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folks are within in the parlour ! Don't you think 
they'll wonder at your getting up ſo ſoon after din- 
ner, and before any of the reſt of the company? 

Lion. For Heaven's ſake, Jenny, don't ſpeak to 
me: I neither know where I am, nor what I am do- 
ings J am the moſt wretched and miſerable of man- 
kind. 10 

Fen. Poor dear ſoul, I pity you. Ves, yes, I be- 
lieve you are miſerable enough indeed; and I aſſure 
you I have pitied you a great while, and ſpoke many 
a word in your favour, when you little _ you had 
ſuch a friend in a corner. 

Lion. But, good Jenny, ſince, FL ſome accident or 
other, you have been able to diſcover what I would 
willingly hide from all the world, 1 conjure you, as 
you regard my intereſt, as you value your Lady's 
peace and bonour, never let the moſt diſtant hint of 
it eſcape you; for it is a ſecret of that importance 

Jen. And, perhaps, you think I can't keep a ſe- 
cret. Ah! Mr. Lionel, it muſt be hear, ſee, and ſay 
nothing in this world, or one has no buſineſs to live 

in it; beſides, who would not be in love with my 
Lady 2 There's never a man this day alive but might 
be proud of it; far the is the handſomeft, ſweeteſt 
temperdeſt! And I am ſure, one. of the beſt miſ- 
treſſes, ever poor girl had. 

Lion. Oh Jenny! She's an angel. 

Jen. And ſo ſhe is, indeed Do you know that ſhe 
gave me her blue and filyer fack to-day, and it is 
every crum as good as new; and, go things as they 
will, don't you be fretting and vexing yourſelf, for I 
am mertally ſartain ſne would: liverer fee a toad, than 
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this, Jeſſamy. Though I muſt ſay, to my thinking, 
he's a very likely man; and a finer pair of eye-brows, 


and a more delicate noſe I never ſaw on a face. 
Lion. By Heavens I ſhall run mad. | 
Jen. And why ſo? It is not beauty that awe 
takes the fancy: moreover, to let you know, if it was, 


I dont think him any more to compare to you, than 


a thiſtle is to a carnation : and ſo's a ſign; for, mark 
my words, my * loves yay as much a as ſhe hates 
him. 
Lion. What you tell me, eng is a thing I neither 
merit nor expect: No, I am unhappy, and let me 
continue ſo; my moſt preſumptuous thoughts ſhall 
never carry me to a wiſh that may affect her quiet, or 
give her cauſe to repent. eee 
Fen. That's very honourable of you, I muſt needs 
ſay ! but for all that, liking's liking, and one can't 
help.it ; and if it ſhould be my Lady's caſe, it is no 
fault of yours. I am ſure, when ſhe called me into 
her dreſſing-rdom, before '{he went down to dinner, 
there ſhe ſtood with her eyes brim full of tears: and 
ſo 1 fell a crying for company—and then ſhe ſaid ſhe 
could not abide the chap in the parlour ; and at the 
fame time, ſhe bid me take an opportunity to ſpeak 
to you, and deſire you to meet her in the garden this 
evening after tea; for ſhe has ae to ſay to 
vou. +7. 8 
Lion. Jenny, I ſee you are my friend; for which I 
thank you, though I know it is impoſſible to do me 
any ſervice; take this ring and wear it for my ſake. 
Jen. I am very much obliged to your honour; I am 
your friend indeed—but, I ſay, you won't forget to 
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be in the garden now; and in the mean time keep as 
little in the houſe as you can, for walls have eyes and 
ears; and I can tell you the ſervants take notice of 
your e though I am always deſiring them to 
mind their own buſineſs. | 72 

Lion. Pray have a care, Jenny, have a care, my dear 
girl, a word may breed ſuſpicion. 

Fen. Pſha! have a care, yourſelf; it is you that 
breeds ſuſpicion, ſighing and pining about; you look, 
for all the world like a ghoſt ; and, if you don't pluck 
up your ſpirits, you will be a ghoſt ſoon ; letting 
things get the better of you. Though, to be ſure, 
when I thinks with myſelf, being croſs'd in love is a 
terrible thing There was a young man in the town 
' Where 1 was born, made away with bimſelf upon the 
account of it. 83 

Lion. Things ſhan't get the better of me, Jenny. 

Jen. No more they don't ought. And once again 
I fay, fortune is thrown in your diſh, and you are not 
to fling it out; my lady's eftate will be better than 
three biſhopricks, if Sir John could give them to you. 
Think of that, Mr. Lionel, think of tat. 
Lion. Think of what? 0 90 


AIR. 


Od tall not to me of the wealth ſhe poſſeſſes, 
My hopes and my views to herſelf I confine; 
T he ſplendour of riches but ſlightly impreſſes 
A heart that is fraught with a paſſion like mine. 
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By love, only loye, ſhould our ſouls be cemented ; 
Mo int reſt, no motive, but that wou'd 1 own ; 
- With her in a cottage be bleſt and contented, 5 
And wretched without her, tho plac'd on a throne. 


| SCENE IT. 


Jexur, Colonel Orpzor. 


Col. Very well, my Lady, I'll come again to you 
preſently, I am only going into the garden for a 
mouthful of air. Aha! my little Abigail! Here, Molly! 
Jenny! Betty! What's your name? Why don't you 
anſwer me, huſſy, when I call you? 

Fen. If you want wy things Sir, I'll call one of the 
footmen. | 

Col. The * the nee 3 me, 1 never 
knew one of them, in my life, that wouldn't prefer a 
raſcal to a gentleman Come here, you ſlut, put pour 
bands about my neck and kiſs me. 

Fen. Who, I, Sir! 7 880 

Col. Ay, here's money for you; what the devil are: 
you afraid of? I'Il take you into keeping; you ſhall. 
go and live at one of my tenant's houſes. 

Fen. 1 wonder you aren't aſhamed, Sir, to make an 
honeſt girl any ſuch. propoſial ; you that have a wor- 
thy gentlewoman, nay, a Lady of your own—To be 
ſure ſhe's a little ſtricken in years ; but why ſhouldn't. 

ſhe grow elderly as well as yourſelf? _ „ 

Col. Burn a lady, 1 love a pretty girl _ 
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Fen. Well, then you may yo look for one, Sir, I 
have no pretenſions to the title. N 121 
Col. Why, you pert baggage, you don't know me. 
Fen. What do you pinch my fingers for? Yes, yes, 
I know you well enough, and your charekter's well 
known all over the country, running after poor young 
creatures as you do, to ruinate them. | 
Col. What, then people ſay 
Fen. Indeed, they talk very bad of you3 and what- 
ever you may think, Sir, though I'm in a menial ſta- 
tion, Im come of people that wou'dn't ſee me put 
upon; there are thoſe that wou'd take my part againſt 
the proudeſt he in the _—_ that ſhould offer any thing 


uncivil. | 3 
Col. Well, come, let me know now, how does your 
young Lady like my ſon ? | 


Fen. You want to * me, do you? I ſuppoſe you 
would know whether 1 ca _ 'my tongue within 
my teeth. 
Dol. She doſen't Ike him then? 
Fen. I don't ſay $0, 'Sir—lIsr't this ae 0 now 
L ſuppoſe to-morrow or next day it will be reported 
that Jenny has been talking, Jenny faid that, and 
other — But here, =- Iux "you Did I tell you any 
ſuch thing ? es 
Col. Why, yes, you did. 
"Fen. T!—Lord bleſs me! how can JO N 
Cl. Ad, TN mouzle you. ; 
Wn. Ah! ah! | 9 750 
Col. What do you bawl for? 1240 
Jen. Ah! alt! ah! 8 | | 
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AIR. 


Indeed, forſooth, a pretty youth, 
To play the am'rous fool ; 
At ſuch an age, methinks your rage 
| Might be a litile cool. 


Fe, bet me 20, _ 
Kiſs me Vo, no, Sir. 


You pull me, and ſhake me, 

For what do you take me, 

This figure to make me? E — 
Id have you to know | 160 

Pm not for your game, Sir ; | 

Nor will I be tame, Sir. 

Lord, have you no Shame, Sir, i 
To tumble one ſo? 5% 8 


1 4 8 
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SCENE ni. | 


Colonel Orono, Lad Mk Fog Harman. | 


Lady N. Mr. Oldboy, won't you grre me your hand 
to lead me up ſtairs, my dear Sir, T am prodigiouſly 
obliged to you; I proteft I have not been fo well, 1 
don't know when: Thave had no return of my bilious 
complaint after dinner to day; and eat ſo yoraciouſly ! 
Did you obſerve Miſs ? Doctor Arſnic will be quite 
aſtoniſhed when he hears it; ſurely his new invented 
medicine has done me dene deal of ſervice. 
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Col. Ah F you'll always be taking one flop or other, 
till you poiſon yourſelf. — 174 

Lady M. It brought Sir Barnaby Drugg from 
death's door, after having tried the Spaw and Briſtol 
waters without effect: it is good for ſeveral things, in 
many ſovereign ; as in colds and conſumptions, and 
lowneſs of ſpirits : it corre&s the humours, rectiſies 
the juices, regulates the nervous ſyſtem, creates an ap- 
petite, prevents fluſhings and ſickneſs after meals, as 
alſo vain fears and head-achs ; it is the fineſt thing in 
the world for an aſthma; and no body that takes it, is 
ever troubled with 3 | 184. 

Col. Give me a pinch of your Ladyſhip*s ſnuff. 

Lady M. This is a mighty pretty ſort of a man, Co- 
lonel, who is he ! 

Col. A young fellow, my Lady, recommended to 
me. 

Lady M. 1 proteſt he has the ſweeteſt, taſte for 
poetry !—He has repeated to me two or three of his 
own things ; and I have been telling him of the poem 
my late brother Lord Jeſſamy made on the mouſe that 
was drowned. | 194 

Col. Ay, a fine _ for a poem; ; 2 mouſe that 
was drowned in a - 

Lady M. Huſh, my dear Colonel, don't mention 
it; to be ſure the circumſtance was vaſtly indelicate ; 
but for the number of lines, the poem was as charming 
a morſel— hear the earl of Punley ſay, who under- 
ſtood Latin, that it was eren to 6 any thing in Catul- 
— 202 
Cob Well, how did you like your- ſon's behaviour 
at dinner, Madam? ? 1 thought the girl looked a little 
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aſkew at him Why, he found fault Wi ; every thing 
and contradicted every body. - 

I. N. Softly, Miſs Flowerdale, I 3 has 
deſired a private conference with him. 

Col. What, Harman, have you got entertaining my 
daughter there? Come hither, Dy; has he been giving 
you a hiſtory of the accident that brought him down 
here? 212 

Dian. mY Ons the gentleman has been telling 


be 


Lady M. No matter what, Miſs— tis not polite to 
repeat what has been ſaid. 

Col. Well, well, my Lady, you know the compact 
we made; the boy is yours, the girl mine — Give 
me your hand, Dy. 219 

Lady M. Colonel, I have done Pray, Sir, was 
there any news when you left London; any thing 
about the Eaſt-Indies, the miniſtry, or politics of any 
kind? I am ftrangely fond of politics; but I hear 
nothing ſince my Lord Jeſſamy's death; he uſed to 
write to me all the affairs of the nation, for he was a 
very great politician himſelf. I have a manuſcript. 
ſpeech of his in my cabinet—He never ſpoke it, but 
it is as fine a thing as ever came from man ? 

Col. What is that crawling on your Ladythip's pet- 
ticoat ? | "Pam 

Lady M. Where! Where! 

Col. Zounds! a ſpider with legs as long as my. arm. 

Lady M. Oh Heavens! Ah don't let me look at it! 
I ſhall faint, 1 ſhall faint! 4 ſpider! a ſpider! a 
ſpider ! | 


— 


ww 
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SCENE Iv. 


Colonel Ol Do, Diana, Harman, 


| Cal. Hold; zounds let her go; I knew the ſpider 
would fet her a galloping, with her damned fuſs 
abont her brother, my Lord Jeſſamy.—Harman, come 
here.—How do you like my daughter? Is the girl 
" you are in love with as handſome as this 5 240 
Hur. In my opinion, Sir. | 
ul. What, as handſome as Dy I'll lay you 

twenty pounds ſhe has not ſuch a pair of eyes. He 
tells me he's in love, Dy; raging mad for 280 and, 48 
his talk, I begin to believe him. 

Dian. Now, for my part, Papa, I doubt it very 
much; though, by what I heard the gentleman ſay 
juſt now within, I find he imapines the lady has a 
violent partiality for him; and yet he my be A 
there too. 

Cal. For ſhame, Dy, what the miſchief do you 
mem? How can you talk fo tartly to a poor young 
fellow under mis fortunes! Give him your hand, and 
aſk his pardon. Don't mind her, Harman. For 
all this, the is as good natnred a little devil, as ever 
was born. 

Har. You may remember, Sir, I told you before 
dinner, that 'THad'for ſome time carried on a private 
correſpondence with my lovely gitl:; and that her 
father, whoſe confent we deſpair of obtaining, is the 

great obſtacle to our happineſs. 259 
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Col. Why don't you carry her off in ſpight of him, 
then: I ran away with my wife — aſk my Lady Mary, 
ſhe'll tell you the thing herſelf, —Her old conceited 
Lord of a father thought I was not good enough; but 
I mounted a garden-wall, notwithſtanding their che- 
veux · de- rize of broken glaſs bottles, took her out 
of a three pair of ſtairs window, and brought her 
down a ladder in my arms By the way, ſhe would 
have ſqueezed through a cat-hole to get at me.— 
And I would have taken her out of the Tower of 
London, damme, if it had been ſurrounded with the 
three regiments of guards. 271 

Dian. But, ſurely, Papa, you would not perſuade 
the gentleman to ſuch a proceeding as this is; conſider 
the noiſe it will make in the country ; and if you are 
known to be the adviſer and abettor— 

Col. Why, what do I care? I ſay, if he takes my 
advice he'll run away with her, and Dll give him all 
the aſſiſtance I can. 

Har. I am ſure, Sir, you are very kind; and, to 
tell you the truth, I have more than once had the very 
ſcheme in my head, if I thought it was feakible, and 
knew how to go about it. 

Col. Feaſible, and knew how to go about it! The 
thing's feaſible enough, if the girl's willing to go 
off with you, and you have on ſufficient to 22 
take it. 

Har. O, as for that, Sir, I can 3 cots 

Dian. What, Sir, that the lady wall be willing to 
go off with you ? | - 15 00 

Har. No, Ma'am, that I have ſpirit enough to take 
her, if ſhe is willing to go; and thus far I dare ven- 
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tare to promiſe, that between this and to-morrow 
morning I will find out whether ſhe is or not. 
Col. So he may ; ſhe lives but in this county ; and 
tell her, Harman, you have met with a friend, who 
is inclined to ſerve you. You ſhall have my poſt- 
chaiſe at a minute's warning; and if a hundred 
pieces will be of any uſe to you, you may command 
'em. 
_ Har. And are you really ſerious, 8 300 

_ Col. Serious; damme if I an't. I have put twenty 
young fellows in the way of getting girls that they 
never would have thought of: and bring her to my 
houſe; whenever you come, you ſhall: have a ſupper 
and a bed ; but. you muſt marry her firſt, becauſe my 
Lady will be ſqueamiſh. 

Dian. Well, but, my dear Papa, upon my word 
you have a great deal to anſwer for: ſuppoſe it was 
your own caſe to have a daughter in ſuch, circum- 
| ances, would you be obliged to any one 310 
Col. Hold your tongue, hufſy, who bid you put in 
your oar ? However, Harman, I don't want to ſet 
you upon any thing ; *tis no affair of mine to be ſure ; 
I only give you advice, and tel] FR how I would act, 
if I was in your place. 

Har. J aſſure you, Sir, I am 5 charm'd with 
the advice; and ſince you are ready to ſtand my 
friend, I am determined to follow it. 

Col. You are | 

Har. Poſitively 320 

- Cal. Say no more then; wa s my hand :—You 
underſtand me—No acorn to talk any further of it 
at preſent—When we are alone—Dy, take Mr. Har- 
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man into the drawing-room, and give him ſome 1 tea. 
I fay, Harman, Mum.— 

zz 

Col. What do 52 mean by your grave looks, miſ- 
trels ? 


| AIR. 


How curſedly vert the old fellow will be, 

When he finds you have ſnapt up his daughter; 
But ſhift as he will, leave the matter to me, | 
And I warrant you ſoon ſhall have Py her. 


What a plague and a pox, 
Shall an ill natur d fox 
Prevent youth and beauty 
From doing their duty ? 
He ought to be ſet in the flocks. 
ie merits the aw; | 
And if we can't bite him, | 
By gad we'll indite him. 340 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha, ha ! 


SCENE V. 


Diana, HARMAN. 


Dian. Sir, I deſire to know. what groſs acts of im- 
prudence you have ever diſcovered in me, to authorize 
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you in this: licence, ur make you imagine I ſhould not 
ſhew ſuch marks of my reſentment as your monſtrous 
treatment of me deſerves. 
Har. Nay, my dear Diana, L confeſs: I have been 

rather too bold ;—but conſider, I languiſh'd to ſee 
you : and when an opportunity offer'd to give me that 
pleaſure without running, any riſque, either of your 

quiet or reputation, how hard was it to be reſiſted ? 
Tis true, I little thought my viſit would be attended 

with. ſuch: happy:conſequences. as it now. ſeems. to pro- 
miſe. 

Dhans What do you mean? 

Har. Why, don't you ſee your father has an incli- 
nation I ſhould run away: with, you, and is contriving 
the means himſelf? 

Dian. And do you think me capable of concurring ? 
Do you think I have no more duty? 0 

Har. I don't know that, Madam; I am ſure your 
refuſing to ſeize ſuch an opportunity to make me 
happy, gives evident proofs that you. ee little 
love. | 

Dian. If there is no way: t to, convinge: you. of my 
love but by my indiſcretion, you are welcome to con- 
ſider it in what light you pleaſe. 

Har. Was ever ſo unfortunate a dog ? 
| Dian. Very pretty this upon my word; but is it 

poſſible you can be in earneſt? 370 
Har. It is a matter of too much — to jeſt 
about. | 

Dian. And you ſeriouſly think I ought 

Har. You are ſenſible there are no hopes of your 
father's cooly and wittingly conſenting to our mar- 
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riage; chance has thrown, in our way a whimſical 
method of ſurprizing him into a 8 and why 
ſnould not we avail ourſelves of it? 

Dian. And ſo you would have me— 

Har. I ſhall ſay no more, Ma'am. 380 

Dian. Nay, but, for Heaven's. ſake— 

Har. No, Madam, no; I have done. 

Dian. And are you poſitively in this violent fuſs 
about the matter, or only- giving yourſelf airs ? 

Har. You may ſuppoſe what you 2 proper, 


Madam. 
Dian. Well, come; —let us go into the drawing - 


room and drink tea, and * we'll talk of 
matters. 4 | 

Har. J won't drink any tea. 390- 

Dian. Why ſo.? 

Har. Becauſe 1 don't like it. 

Dian. Not like it! Ridiculous. 

Har. I wiſh you would let me alone. 

Dian. Nay, pr'ythee 

Har. I won't. 

Dian. Well, will you, if J conſent to act as you 
pleaſe ? 

Har. I don't know whether I will or not. 

Dian. Ha, ha, ha, poor Harman. 400 


AIR. 


Come then, pining, pecviſb lover, 
Tell me what to do andſay ; 

From your dolefu] dumps recover, 
Smile, and it ſhall have its way. 
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' With tbeir humours, thus to teaze us, 
Mien are ſure the firangeſt elves ! 
Silly creatures, would you pleaſe us, 
Tou. ſbould flill feem pleas'd yourſelves. 


SCENE YL 2 


Harman. 


 _ Say'ſt thou ſo, my girl! Then Love renounce me, 
if I drive not old 'Truepenny's humour to the utter- 
moſt.—Let me conſider ;—what ill conſequence can 
 poſlibly attend it ?—The deſign is his own, as in part 
will be the execution.—He may perhaps be angry 
when he finds out the deceit.— Well; — he deceives 


himſelf ; and faults we commit ourſelves, we e ſeldom 


find much difficulty in n. 


AIR. 


Hence with caution, hence with fear, 
Beauty prompts, and nought ſhall tay me ; 
Boldly for that prize I fleer ; 
Rocks, nor winds, nor waves di may | me. 420 


Yet, raſh lover, look behind, 
T hink what evils may betide you ; 
Love and fortune both are blind, 
And you have none elſe to guide you. 


| 
7 
þ 
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SCENE VII. 


Changes to a handſome Dreſſing- room, ſuppoſed to be 
CLaRris84's. On one fide, bet aueen the Wings, tis a 
Table with a Glaſs, Boxes, and two Chairs. Diana 
enters before JESSAMY. 


Dian. Come, brother, I undertake to be miſtreſs of 
the ceremony upon this occaſion, and introduce you 
to your firſt audience, —Miſs Flowerdale is not here, 
I perceive; but no matter. — 

Mr. Fes. Upon my word, a pretty elegant drefiing | 
room this; but confound our builders, or architects, 
as they call themſelves, they are all errant ftone- 
maſons ; not one of them know the ſituation of doors, 
windows, or chimnies; which are as effential to a 
room as eyes, noſe and mouth to a countenance. 
Now, if the eyes are where the mouth ſhould be, and 

the noſe out of proportion and its place: you horrible 
phyſronomie ? 

Dian. My dear brother, you are not come here as 

a virtuoſo to admire the temple ; but as a votary to 
addreſs the deity to whom it belongs. Shew, I be- 
ſeech you, a little more devotion, and tell me, how 
do you like Miſs Flowerdale ? ? don't you think her 
very handſome ? | 

Mr. Fes. Pale; but that I am determined ſhe 

ſhall remedy ; for, as ſoon as we are married, I will 

make her put on rouge :—Let me ſee ;—has ſhe got 

any in her boxes here; Veritable toilet a P Anglbiſe. 


Nothing but a bottle of Haare two or three 
D 
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rows of pins, a paper of patches, and a little bole-ar- 
moniac by way of tooth-powder. 450 

Dian. Brother, I would fain give you ſome advice 
upon this occaſion, which may be of ſervice to you; 
You are now going to entertain a young Lady—Let 
me prevail upon you to lay aſide thoſe airs, on ac- 
count of which, ſome people are impertinent enough 
to call you a coxcomb ; for, I am afraid, ſhe may be 
apt to think you a coxcomb too, as I aſſure you, he is is 
very capable of diſtinguiſhing. 

Mr. Jes. So much the worſe for me.—If hes is ca- 
pable of diſtinguiſhing, I ſhall meet with a terrible re- 
pulſe. I don't believe ſhe'll have me. 

Dian. I don't believe ſhe will, indeed. 

Mr. Fes. Go on, filter, —ha, ha, ha! 

Dian. I proteſt I am ſerious Though, I perceive, 
you have more faith in the counſellor before you 
there, the looking-glaſs. But give me leave to tell 
you, it is not a powder'd head, a lac'd coat, a gri- 
mace, a ſhrug, a bow, or a few pert phraſes, learnt 
by rote, that conftitutes the power of pleaſing all wo- 
men. F 470 

Mr. Jes. You had better return to the * 
and give him his tea, my dear. 

Dian. Theſe qualifications we find in our parrots 
and monkies. I would undertake to teach Poll, in 
three weeks, the faſhionable jargon of half the fine 
men about town; and I am ſure it muſt be allowed, 
that pug, in a ſcarlet coat, is a . as degagè 
and alluring as moſt of them. 
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AIR. 


Ladies, pray admire a figure, 
Fait ſelon le dernier gout. 480 
' Firſt, his hat, in fize no bigger 
Than a Chineſe woman's ſhoe ; 
Six yards of ribbon bind 
Hit hair en baton behind : 
While his fore-top*s ſo high, 
T hat in crown he may vie | / 


With the tufted cockatoo. 


Then his waiſt ſo long and taper, 
Tit an abſolute thread-paper : 
Maids refift him, you that can, © 090 
Odds life, if this is all th affair, 
PII clap a hat on, club my hair, 
And call myſelf a Man. 


SCENE VII. 


CLARISssA, Mr. ] ESSAMY. 


Clar. Sir, I took the liberty to defire afew moment's 
private converſation with you—T hope you will excuſe 
it—T am, really, greatly embarraſſed. But, in an af- 
fair of ſuch immediate conſequence to us both— 

Mr. Jes. My dear creature, don't be embarraſs'd 
before me ; I ſhould be extremely ſorry to ſtrike you 
D 2 
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with any awe; but, this is a ſpecies of mauvaiſc 
honte, which the company I ſhall introduce you to, 
will ſoon cure you of. 

Clar. Upon my word, Sir, I don't underſtand you. 

Mr. Jes. Perhaps you may be under ſome uneaſi- 
neſs leſt I ſhould not be quite ſo warm in the proſe- 
cution of this affair, as you could wiſh : it is true 
with regard to quality, I might do better; and, with 
regard to fortune, full as well—But, you pleaſe me— 
Upon my ſoul, I have not met with any thing x more 

agreeable to me a great while. | 
 _ Clar. Pray, Sir, keep your ſeat. 

Mr. Fes. Mauvaiſe honte again. My . there is 
nothing in theſe little familiarities between you and 
me When we are married, I ſhall do every thing to 
render your life happy. _ + 509 

Clar. Ah! Sir, pardon me. The happineſs of my 
life depends upon a circumſtance— 

Ar. Fes. Oh! I underſtand you—You have been 
told, I ſuppoſe, of the Italian opera girl Rat peoples? 
tongues— However, *tis true, I had an affair with her 
at Naples, and ſhe is now here. But, be ſatisfied : 
I'll give her a thouſand pounds, and ſend her about 
her buſineſs. 

Car. Me, Sir! Iproteſt nobody told me—Lord! 
I never heard any ſuch thing, or enquired about it. 
Mr. Jet. No! have they not been chattering to you 

of my affair at Piſa, with the Principeſſa del 
Clar. No, indeed, Sir. 

Mr. Fes. Well, I was afraid they might, becauſe, 
in this rude country—But, why filent on a ſudden ? 
— don't be afraid to ſpeak. 
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Car. No, Sir, I will come to the ſubject, on which 
I took the liberty to trouble you— Indeed, I have 
great reliance on your generofity. | 

Mr. Fes. You'll find me generous as a prince, de- 


pend on't. 530 


Car. I am bleſs d, Sir with one of the beſt of fa- 
thers : 1 never yet diſobeyed him ; in which I have 
had little merit; for his commands hitherto have only 
been to ſecure my own felicity. 9. 

Mr. Fes. Apres ma chere— 

Car. But now, Sir, I am under the ſhocking necel. 
ſity of diſobeying him; or being wretched for ever. 
Mr. Fe. Hem! 

Clar. Our union is Rs La wokh ſituation 
—the gloomy proſpect before me—the inquietude of 
my mind 


AIR. 
Poor panting heart, ah! wilt thou ever 
 Throb within my troubled breaft ; 
Shall I ſee the moment never, 
That is doom d to give thee rt? 


Cruel flars ! that thus torment me, 
Still I ſeek for eaſe in vain, 

All my efforts but preſent me 
With variety of pain. 
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SCENE IX. 


Jes8amy, Jenkins. 


Mr. Jes. Who's there ? 

Jen. Do you call, Sir? 1 

Mr. Fes. Hark you, old ates | ! mo are you? 

Jen. Sir, my name is Jenkins. 

Mr. Fes. Oh! you are Sir John Flowerdale's ſte- 
ward; a ſervant he puts confidence in. 561 

Jen. Sir, I have ſerved Sir John Flowerdale many 
years: he is the beſt of maſters; and, I believe, he 
has ſome dependance on my attachment and fidelity. 

Mr. Fes. Then, Mr. Jenkins, I ſhall condeſcend to 
ſpeak to you. Does your maſter know who I am? 
Does he know, Sir, that I am likely to be a Peer of 
Great Britain ? That I have ten thouſand pounds a 
year; that I have paſſed through all Europe with diſ- 
tinguiſhed eclat ; that I refuſed the daughter of Myn- 
heer Van Slokenfolk, the great Dutch burgomaſter ; 
and, that, if I had not had the misfortune of being 
bred a proteſtant, I might have married the niece of his 
preſent holineſs the Pope, with a fortune of two hun- 
dred thouſand piafters ? 

Jen. I am ſure, Sir, my maſter has all the relpes 
imaginable 

Mr. Fes. Then, Sir, how comes he, after my ſhew- 
ing an inclination to be allied to his family; how 
comes he, I ſay, to bring me to his houſe to be af- 
_ fronted ? I have let his daughter go; but, I think, I 


a eas 


* 
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was in the wrong; for a woman that inſults me, is no 
more ſafe than a man. I have brought a Lady to 
reaſon before now, for giving me ſaucy language; 
and left her male friends to revenge it. 

Jen. Pray, good Sir, what's the matter ? 

Mr. Fes. Why, Sir, this is the matter, Sir—your 
maſter's daughter, Sir, has behaved to me with 
damn'd inſolence, and impertinence: and you may 
tell Sir John Flowerdale, firſt, with regard to her, 
that I think ſhe is a filly, e awkward, ill- bred 
country puſs. 

Zen. Oh! Sir, for e s ſake 

Ar. Fer. And, that with regard to himſelf, he is, 
in my opinion, an old, doating, ridiculous, country 
ſquire; without the knowledge of either men or 
things; and, that he is below my notice, if it were 
not to deſpiſe him. | 

Jen. Good Lord! Good Lord! | 

Mr. Fes. And, adviſe him and his daughter to keep 
out of my way ; for, by gad I will affront them, in 
the firſt place I meet them And, if your maſter 
is for carrying things further; tell him, I fence bet- 
ter than any man in Europe. 


AIR. | 


In [taly, Germany, France have I been; 
- Where princes I ve liv'd with where monarchs Ive 
+ l 0 
The great have —_ : 4 me, 
T he fair have addreſs d me, 
Nay, ſmiles I have had from a queen. 
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And, now, ſhall a pert, 
 Tnſignificant flirt, 

With inſolenc e uſe Me, 

Preſume to refuſe me ! 

She fancies my pride will be hurt. 


But tout au contraire, 
I'm pleat d I dkelare, 
Quite happy, to think, 1 eſcape from the fare . 
Serviteur Mam'ſelle ; my claim I withdraw. 
Hey, where are my people? Ful, lal, lal, lal, la. 619 


T 


SCENE X. 


JexKINS. 

I muſt go and inform Sir John of what has happen- 
ed ; but, I will not tell him of the outrageous beha- 
viour of this young ſpark ; for he is a man of ſpirit, 
and would reſent it. Egad, my own fingers itched to 
be at him, once or twice; and, as ſtout as he is, I 
fancy theſe old fiſts wich give him a bellyful. He 
complains of Miſs Clarifla : but ſhe is incapable of 
treating him in the manner he ſays. Perhaps, ſhe 
may have behaved with ſome coldneſs towards him ; 
and yet, that is a e to me too. 
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AIR 
We all ſay the man wvas exceedingly knowing, 630 
And knowing moſt ſurely was he, | 


Who found out the cauſe of the ebbing and flowing, 
| The flux and reflux of the ſeas. 


Nor was he in knowledge fur from it, 
Who firſt marl'd the courſe of a comet; 
To what it was owing, 
Its coming and going, 
{ts wanderings hither and hither ; 
Aut the man that divines 
A Lady's defigns, 640 
Their cauſe or effet, 
In any reſpet, 
I wiſer than both put together. 


2 SCENE XL 


| Changes to Sir John FLowErDALE's Garden; with a 

| View of a Canal, by Moon-light : the Side Scenes re- 
preſent Box-hedges, intermixed with Statues and Floau- 
ering Shrubs, L10NEL enters, leading CLARISsSsA. 


Lion. Hiſt - methought I heard a noiſeſhould 
we be ſurpriſed together, at a juncture ſo critical; 


what * be the conſequence—1 know not How it 
D 3 


Wit. 
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is; but, at this the happieſt moment of my life, 1 feel 


a damp, a tremor, at my heart 

Clar. Then, what ſhould I do? If you tremble, I 
ought to be terrified indeed, who have diſcovered 
ſentiments, which, perhaps, I ſhould have hid, with 
a frankneſs, that, by a man leſs generous, leſs noble 
minded than yourſelf, might be conſtrued to my dif. 
advantage. | | | 654. 

Lion. Oh! wound me not with ſo cruel an expreſ- 
fon—You loye me, and have condeſcended to con- 
feſs it—You have ſeen my torments, and been kind 
enough to pity them—The world, indeed, may blame 
= OE nt 
Clar. And, yet, was it proclaimed to the world, 
what could the moſt malicious ſuggeſt ? They could 
but ſay, that, truth and ſincerity got the better of | 
forms; that the tongue dar'd to ſpeak the honeſt 
ſenſations of the mind ; that, while, you aimed at 
improving my underſtanding, you engaged, and con- 
quered my heart. 

Lion. And, is it ! is it poſſible ! 

Clar. Be calm, and liſten to me: what I have done 
has not been lightly imagined, nor raſhly undertaken : 
it is the work of refledion, of conviction my love is 
not a ſacrifice to my own fancy, but a tribute to your 
worth; did I think there was a more deſerving man 
in the world 


Lion. If, to doat on you more than life, be to de- 
ſerve you, ſo far I have merit; if, to have no wiſh, 
no hope, no thought, but you, can entitle me to the 
envied diſtinction of a moment's regard, ſo far I dare 
pretend. e e 
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Clar. That, I have this day refuſed a man, with 
whom I could not be happy, I make no merit: born 
for quiet and ſimplicity, the crouds of the world, the 
noiſe attending pomp and diſtinction, have no charms 
for me: I wiſh to paſs my life in rational tranquility, 

with a friend, whole virtues I can reſpe&, whoſe ta- 
lents I can admire ; who will make my eſteem the ba- 
ſis of my affection. 

Lion. O charming creature! yes, let me e indulge the 
flattering idea; form'd with the ſame ſentiments, the 


ſame feelings, : ſame tender paſſion for each other; 


Nature deſign'd us to compoſe that ſacred union, 


which nothing but death can annul. 691 


Clar. One only thing remember. Secure in each 
other's affections, here we muft reſt; I would not 
give my father a moment's pain, to parchagh the em- 


pire of the world. 


Lion. Command, diſpoſe of me as you pleaſe ; an- 


gels take cognizance of the vows of innocence and 


virtue; and, I will believe that ours are un re- 
giſter'd in Heaven. | 
Clar. 1 will believe ſo too. Nd 700 


m— 


AIR. 


Go, and, on my truth relying, 

Comfort to your cares applying, 

Bid each doubt and ſorrow flying, 
Leave to peace, and love your breaſt. 
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So, and may the Pow'rs that hear us, 
+ Still, as kind protefiors near us, 
._ Through our troubles ſafely fleer us 
To a port of joy and rl. 


SCENE XII. 


LioneL, Sir Join FLOWERDALE. 


5 Sir ir John Who's there ? Lionel ? 
' Lion. Heavn's ! tis Sir John ele. 710 

Sir Jobn. Who's there? . 

Lion. Tis I, Sir; I am here, "EE 

Sir Fohn. My dear lad, I have been ſearching he 
you this half hour, and was at laſt told you had come 
into the garden: I have a piece of news, which I 
dare ſwear will ſnock and ſurprize you; my daughter 
has refuſed Colonel Oldboy' s ſon, who is this minute 
departed the houſe in violent OL + 4 her ill- 
treatment. n 

Lion. Is he gone, Sir? = 720 

Sir Fobn. Ves, and the family are preparing to fol- 
low him. Oh! Lionel, Clariſſa has deceived me: in 
this affair ſhe has ſuffered me to deceive myſelf. The 
meaſures which I' have. been ſo long preparing, are 
broken in a moment—my hopes fruſtrated! and both 
parties, in the eye of the world, rendered light and 
ridiculous. 
| Lion. I am ſorry to ſee you fo much moved; pray, 
Sir, recover yourſelf, : 729. 
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Sir John. I am ſorry, Lionel; ſhe has profited no 
better by your leſſons of philoſophy, than to impoſe 
upon and diftreſs ſo kind a father. 

Lion. Have juſter thoughts of her, Sir: ſhe has 
not impoſed on you, ſhe is incapable—have but a lit- 
tle patience and things may yet be brought about. 

Sir John. No, Lionel, no; the matter is paſt, and 
there's an end to it; yet I would conjecture to what 
ſuch an unexpected turn in her conduct can be owing 3 
I would fain be ſatisfied of the motive that could urge 
her to ſo extraordinary a proceeding, without the 
leaſt intimation, the leaft VOY to me, or any of 
her friends. | | 742 

Lion. Perhaps, Sir, the gentleman may have been 
too impetuous, and offended Miſs Flowerdale's deli- 
cacy—certainly nothing elſe could occafion— 
Sir John. Heaven only knows—T think, indeed, 
there can be no ſettled averſion, and _—_y her affec- 
tions are not engaged elſewhere. 

Lion. Engag'd, Sir——No, Sir. 

Sir John. I think not, Lionel. 

Lion. You may be poſitive, Sir I'm ſure 

Sir John. O worthy young man, whoſe integrity, 
openneſs, and every good quality have rendered dear 
to me as my own child, I ſee this affair troubles you 
as much as it does me. 

Lion. It troubles me indeed, Sir. 

Sir Fohn. However, my particular diſappointment 
ought not to be detrimental to you, nor ſhall it: I 
well know how irkſome it is to a generous mind to live 
in a ſtate of dependance, and have long had it in my 
thoughts to make you eaſy for life, © 761 
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Lion. Sir John, the ſituation of my mind at preſent 
is a little diſturb'd—ſpare me I beſeech you, ſpare 
me; why will you perſiſt in a goodneſs that makes 
me aſham'd of myſelf ? ty | 

Sir John. There is an eſtate in this county, which I 
s. ſome years ago; by me it will never be 
miſſed, and who ever marries my daughter will have 
little reaſon to complain of my diſpoſing of ſuch a 
trifle for my own gratification. On the preſent mar- 
riage I intended to perfect a deed of gift in your fa- 
vour, which has been for ſome time preparing ; my 
lawyer has this day completed it, and it is yours, my 
dear Lionel, with every 8 wiſh that the warmeſt 
friend can beſtow. 

Lion. Sir, If you preſented a 9500 with deſi ign to 
ſhoot me, I would ſubmit to it; but you muſt excuſe 
me, I cannot lay myſelf under more obligations. 

Sir John. Your delicacy carries you too far; in this 
I confer a favour on myſelf: however, we'll talk no 
more on the ſubje& at preſent, let us walk towards 
the houſe, our friends will n elſe without my 
bidding them adieu. 4 3 


SCENE XII. 


he Diana, Clans, and afterwards Los. 
Dian. So then, my dear Clariſſa, you really give 
credit to the ravings of that French wretch, with rc- 
gard to a P urality of worlds ? 
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Clar. I don't make it an abſolute article of belief, 
but I think it an ingenious conjecture with great pro- 
bability on its ſide. 789 

Dian. And weare a moon to the moon! Nay, child, 
1 know ſomething of aftronomy, but—that that 
little ſhining thing there, which ſeems not much larger 
than a ſilver plate, ſhould, perhaps, contain great 

cities like London; and who can tell but they may 
have kings there and parliaments, and plays and ope- 
ras, and people of faſhion! Lord, the people of faſhion 
in the moon muſt be ſtrange creatures. 

Clar. Methinks Venus ſhines very bright in yonder / 
corner. 799 

Dian. Venus! O pray let me look at Venus; I ſup- 
1 if there are any inhabitants n u muſt be 
all lovers. 

Lion. Was ever ſuch a Wech- can't fn mo- 
ment in a place; where is my repoſe ?—fled with my 
virtue. Was I then born for falſnood and diſſimula- 
tion? I was, I was, and I live to be conſcious of it; 
to impoſe upon my friend; to betray my benefactor 
and lie to hide my ingratitude—a monſter in a mo- 
ment—No, I may be the moſt unfortunate of men, 
but I will not be the moſt odious ; while my heart is 
yet capable of dictating what is honeſt, I will obey its 
voice. 8 | 812 
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SCENE XIV. 


Diana, 8 Lions, Colonel Orpzor, an 
MAN» 


Col. Dy, where are you! ? What the miſchief, is 
this a time to be walking in the garden? The coach 
has been ready this half hour, and your Mamma i is 
waiting for you. | 

Dian. I am learning aſtronomy, Sir; do you _ 
Papa, that the moon is inhabited? | 
Col. Huſſy, you are half a lunatic yourſelf; come 
here, things have gone juſt as I imagin'd they wou'd, 
the girl has refus'd your brother, I knew he muſt dif- 
guſt her. | | 822 

Dian. Women will want taſte now * then, Sir. 

Col. But 1 muſt talk to the young Lady a little. 

Har. Well, T have had a long conference with your 
father about the elopement, and he continues firm in 
his opinion that I ought to attempt it : in ſhort, all 
the neceſſary operations are ſettled between us, and 
T am to leave his houſe to-morrow morning, if I can 
but perſuade the young Lady agg 

Dian. Ay, but I hope the young Lady will have 
more ſenſe—Lord, how can you teaze me with your 
nonſenſe? Come, Sir, is'nt it time for us to go in? 
Her Ladyſhip will be impatient. 

Col. Friend Lionel, good night to you ; Miſs Cla- 
riſa, my dear, though I am father to the puppy who 
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has diſpleaſed you, give me a kiſs; you ſery'd him 
right, and I thank you for i it, 


Dian. 


Har. 


A. 2. 


Lion. 


A. 3. 


Col. 


AIR. 


O what a night is here for love! 
Cynthia brightly ſhining above ; 
Among the trees, 

To the fighing breeze, 

Fountains tinkling ; 

Stars a twinkling, 

O what a night is here for love 


So may the morn propitious prove; 


And ſo it will, if right I gueſs ; 


For ſometimes light, 
As well as night, 
A lover's _ may bleſs. 


Farewell my 9 friend, 
May genth reſt 


Calm each tumult in your breaft, 
Every pain and fear remove. 


What have I done? 
Where ſhall J run, 


Mith grief and ſhame at once ofpreſt ; 
Hou my own upbraiding ſhun, 


Or meet my friend diftreſt ? 


Hark to Philomel, how ſaeet, 
From yonder elm. | 
Tower, taveet, tauect, taverk.. 
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A. 5. O what a night is here for love! 
But vainly nature ſtrives to move. 
Nor nightingale among the trees, 
Nor twinkling ftars, nor ſighing breeze, 
Nor murm' ring ſtreams, 
Nor Phebe's beams, 
Can charm, unleſs the heart's at eaſe. 


— 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
—— —ä— — — 


A Room in Colonel Orog ov Houſe. Harman enters 
with his Hat, Boots, and Whip, followed by Diana. 


Diana. 


Pz'yraurs, hear me. 

Har. My dear, what would you ſay? 

Dian. I am afraid of the ſtep we are going to take ; 
indeed, I am: *tis true my father is the contriver ot 
it; but, really, on conſideration, I think Tſhould ap- 
pear leſs culpable if he was not ſo; I am at once cri- 
minal myſelf, and rendering him ridiculous. 

Har. Do you love me? 8 

Dian. Suppoſe I do, you give me a very ill proof 
of your love for me, when you would take advantage 
of my tenderneſs, to blind my reaſon: how can you 
have ſo little regard for my honour as to ſacriſice it 
to a vain triumph? For it is in that light I ſee the raſh 
action you are forcing me to commit; nay, methinks 
my conſenting” to it fhould injure me in your own 
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eſteem. When a woman forgets what ſhe owes her- 
ſelf, a lover ſhould ſet little value upon any thing ſhe 
gives to him. | 18 

Har. Can you ſuppoſe then, can you imagine, that 
my paſſion will ever make me forget the veneration 
And, an elopement is nothing, when it is on the 
road to matrimony. 

Dian. At beſt, I ſhall incur the cenſure of diſo- 

bedience, and indiſcretion; and is it nothing to a 
young woman, what the world ſays of her? Ah! my 
good friend, be affured, ſuch a diſregard of the world 
is the firſt ſtep towards deſerving its reproaches. 

Har. But, the neceſſity we are under—Mankind 
has too much good ſenſe, too much good nature 

Dian. Every one has good ſenſe enough to ſee other 
peoples? faults, and good nature enough to overlook 
their own. Beſides, the moſt ſacred things may be 
made an ill uſe of, and even marriage itſelf, if inde- 
cently and improperly— Fs 34 
Har. Come, get yourſelf ready: where is your 

band-box, hat, and cloak? Slip into the garden : be 

there at the iron - gate, which you ſhewed me juſt now; 
and, as the poſt-chaiſe comes RE I will ſtep and 
take you in. 

Dian. Dear Harman, Fe me joy of 2” co deſiſt. 

Har. Dear Diana, let me beg of you to go on. 41 

Dian. I ſhall never have REY to carry me 
through it. 
Har. We ſhall have four hooks, _ dear and un 
will aſſiſt us. | 

Dian. In D go with you. 

Har. But before me—into the garden—Won't you? 
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| AIR. 
Dian. Hoe can you, inhuman ! perſiſt to diftreſs me ? 
; My danger, my fears, tit in vain to diſguiſe : 
You know them, yet ftill to deſtruftion you preſs me, 
And force that frompaſſion which prudence denies, 


1 fain would oppoſe a perverſe inclination; 52 
. The wiſions of fancy, from reaſon divide; 
With fortitude baffle the awiles of temptation, 
And let love no longer make folly its guide. 


SCENE II. 


Colonel Orpsor, Harmax. | 


Col Hey-day! what's the meaning of this? Who is 
it went out of the room, there? Have you and my 
.daughter been in conference, Mr. Harman ? | 
Har. Yes, faith, Sir, ſhe has been taking me to taſk 
herevery ſeverely, with regard to this affair ; and ſhe 
has ſaid ſo much againſt it, and you it into ſuch a 
ſtrange light——_ 62 
Col. A buſy, impertinent TY ; 3 I with I 
| had catched her meddling, and after I. ordered her 
not : but you have ſent to the girl, and you ſay 
me is ready to n you; you muſt not Ant 


ber now. 
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Har. No, no, Colonel; I always have polite neſs 
enough to hear a lady's reaſons; but conſtancy enough 
to keep a will of my own. 69 

Col. Very well now let me aſk you, -don't you 
think it would be proper, upon this occaſion, to have 
a letter ready writ for the father, to let him know 
has got his daughter, and ſo forth? 

Har. Certainly, Sir; and Pll write it direaty. | 

Col. You write it! you be damn'd! I won't truſt 


you with it; I tell you, Harman, you'll commit ſome 


curſed blunder, if you don't leave the management of 
this whole affair to me : I have writ the letter for you 
myſelf. _ | 
Har. Have you, Sir? 7 _— 
Col. Ay—here, read it; I think it's the thing: how- 
ever, you are welcome to make any alteration. 
Har. Sir, I have loved your daughter a great 
while, ſecretly ; ſhe aſſures me there is no hope of 
your conſenting to our marriage ; I therefore take 
her without it. I am a gentleman who will uſe her 
well: and, when you conſider the matter, I dare 
ſwear you will be willing to give her a fortune, If 
not, you ſhall find I dare behave myſelf like a man— 
A word to the wiſe—You muſt expect to hear from 
me in another ſtile.“ 91 
Col. Now, Sir, I will tell you what you muſt do 
with this letter : as ſoon as you have got off with the 
girl, Sir, ſend your ſervant back to leave it at the 
houſe, with orders to have it delivered to the old 
gentleman. 
Her. Upon my W I will, Colonel. 


/ 
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Col. But, upon my honour, I don't believe you'll 
get the girl: come, Harman, PII bet you a buck, and 
ſix dozen of Burgundy, that you won't have ſpirit 
enough to bring this affair to a criſis. 01 
Har. And, I fay done firſt, Colonel. 

Col. Then look into the court there, Sir; a chaiſe 


with four of the prettieſt bay geldings in England, 


with two boys in ſcarlet and ſilver jackets, that will 


whiſk you along. 
Har. Boys! Colonel? Little cupids, to tranſport 
me to the ſummit of my defires. 108 


Col. Ay, but for all that, it mayn't be amiſs for me 
to talk to them a little out of the window for you. 
Dick, come hither ; you are to go with this gentle- 
man, and do whatever he bids you; and take into 
the chaiſe whoever he pleaſes ; and, drive like devils, 
do you hear ; but be kind to the dumb beaſts. 

Har. Leave that to me, Sir And ſo, my dear 


Colonel— 


AIR. | 
To fear a fltranger, . 
Behold the ſoldier arm ; 
He knows no danger, 
When honour ſounds the alarm; 120 
Out dauntleſs goes, ; 
Among his foes. 


In Cupid's militia, 
So fearleſs I iſſue ; 
And, as you ſee, 
Arm'd cap-a-pie, 
Reſolve on death or victory. 127 
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SCENE III. 


Colonel Orpßgov, Lady Mary, and then Jexxv. 


Lady M. Mr. Oldboy, here is a note from Sir John 
Flowerdale, it is addreſſed to me, intreating my ſon 
to come over there again this morning. A maid 
brought it: ſhe is in the anti-chamber—We had 
better ſpeak to her—Child, child, why don't you 
come in? 

Jen. I chuſe to Nay a I am, if your ladyſki 
_ pleaſes. 

Lady M. Stay where you are ! why ſo? 
Jen. I am afraid of the old e there. 

Col. Afraid of me, huſſy. 

Lady M. Pray, Colonel, have e 
Here is ſomething at the bottom of this What did 


you mean by that expreſſion, child ? | 141 


Jen. Why, the Colonel knows very well, Madam, 
he wanted to be rude with me yeſterday. 

Lady M. Oh Mr. Oldboy ! 

Col. Lady Mary, don't provoke me, but let me 


talk to the girl about her buſineſs. How came you | 


to'bring this note here ? 

Fen. Why, Sir John gave it to me, to deliver to 
my uncle Jenkins, and I took it down to his houſe ; 
but while we were talking together, he remembered 
that he had ſome buſineſs with Sir John, ſo he deſired 
me to bring it, becauſe he ſaid it was not proper to be 
ſent by any of the common ſervants. 


153 


1 
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Lady M. Colonel, look in my face, and help 
bluſhing if you can. 

Col. What the plague's the matter, my Lady! 1 
have not been wronging you, now, as you call it. 

Jen. Indeed, Madam, he offer'd to make me his 
kept Madam: I am ſure his uſage of me put me into 
ſuch a twitter, that I did not know what I was doing 
all the day after. . 161 

Lady M. I don't doubt it, though I ſo lately for- 
gave him: but, as the poet ſays, his ſex is all deceit. 
Read Pamela, child, and refiſt temptation. 

Jen. Yes, Madam, I will. 

Col. Why, I tell you, my Lady, it was al a joke. 

Fen. No, Sir, it was no joke, you made me a prof. 
fer of money, ſo you did, whereby I told you, you 
had a lady of your own, and that though ſhe was old, 
you had no right to deſpiſe her. 170 
- Lady M. And how dare you, miſtreſs, make uſe 
| of my name? Is it for ſuch trollops as you to talk of 
perſons of diſtinction behind their backs? 
. "Fen. Why, Madam, I only ſaid you was in years. 

Lady M. Sir John Flowerdale ſhall be inform'd 
of your impertinence, and you ſhall be turned out of 
the family; I ſee you are a confident creature, and I 
believe you are no better than you ſhould be. 

Fen. I ſcorn your words, Madam. 

Lady M. Get out of the room ; how dare you ſtay 
in this room to talk impudently to me? 181 

Fen. Very well, Madam, I ſhall let my Lady 
know how you have us'd me? but, I ſhan't be turn'd 
out of my place, Madam, nor at a loſs, if I am; and 
if you are angry with every one that won't ſay you are 
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young, I believe, there is very few you will keep 
friends with. 


AIR. 


T wonder, Pm ſure, why this fuſs ſhould be made ; 
For my part, I'm neither aſham'd, nor afraid 190 
Of what I have done, nor of what 7 have ſaid, 
A ſervant, I hope, is no ſlave ; | 
And tho*, to their ſhames, 
© Some ladies call names, | 
T now better how to behave. 
Times are not ſo bad, 
If occaſion I had, 
Nor my character ſuch I need flarve on't. 
And, for going away, | 8 
don't want to ſay, 200 
And fo Pm your Laas s 4 


SCENE IV. 


Colonel OLD BOY, Lady Mary, Mr. Jes$anv- 


| Mr. Fes. What is the matter here? 

Lady M. I will have a ſeparate maintenance, I 
will, indeed. Only a new inſtance of your father's 
infidelity, my dear. Then with ſuch low wretches, 
\farmers* daughters, and ſervant wenches : but any 
thing with a cap on, *tis all the ſame to him. 

Mr. Fes. Upon my word, Sir, I am ſorry to tell 
you, that thoſe practices very ill ſuit the character 
which you ought to endeayour to ſupport in the world. 
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Lady M, Is this a recompence for my love and re- 
gard; I, who have been tender and faithful as a tur. 
tle dove? 

Mr. Jes. A man of your birth and diſtinction 
ſhould, methinks, have views of a higher nature, 
than ſuch low, ſuch vulgar libertiniſm. | 
| Lady M. Conſider my birth and family top, Lady 

Mary Jeſſamy might have had the beſt e in 
England. 

Mr. Fes. Then, Sir, your grey = Y 220 

Lady M. I, that have brought you | ſo many lovely, 
ſweet babes. | 

Mr. Fes. Nay, Sir, it is'a reflection on me. 

Lady M. The heinous fin too = 

Mr. Fes. Indeed, Sir, I bluſh for you. 

Col. Sdeath and fire, you little effeminate puppy, 
do you know who you talk to ?—And you, Madam, 
do you know who f am !—Get up to your chamber, 
or zZounds I'll make ſuch a 


Lady M. Ah! my W come away from him. 2 30 


— * 0 


| a 2 


a po» 


Colanel 3 I 3 a Servant. 


Col. Am I to be tutor'd and call'd to an account ? 
How now, you ſcoundrel, what do you want ? 

Serv. A letter, Sir. | 

Col. A letter, from whom, ſirrah! ) 
Serv. The gentleman's ſervant, a'n't pleaſe your 
henour, that left this, juſt now, in the poſt-chaiſe— 
the — my young lady went away with. 


9 2 9 i... 
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Cal. Your young lady, firrah—Your young lady 
went away with no gentleman, you dog — What gen- 
tleman'! What young lady, firrah ! 240 
Mr. Fes. There is ſome myſtery in this With 
your leave, Sir, I'll open the letter: I believe it con- 
tains no ſecrets. 

Col. What are you going to do, you = d 
you ſhan't open a letter of mine Dy Diana 
Somebody call my daughter to me there To John 
« Qldboy, Eſq.—Sir, I have loved your daughter 
© a great while ſecretly—Conſenting to our mar- 
66 ri 


Mr, is. So, ſo 
Cal. You villain——you dog, what i is it you have 
Þ brought me here? 251 


Serv. Pleaſe your honour, if you'll have patience, 
I'll tell your honour—As I told your honour before 
the gentleman's ſervant that went off juſt now in the 
poſt-chaiſe, came to the gate, and left it after his 
maſter was gone. I ſaw my young lady go into the 
chaiſe with the gentleman. 

Mr. Fes. A very fine joke indeed; pray, Colonel, 
do you generally write letters to yourſelf? why, this 
is your own hand. | 260 

Col. Call all the ſervants in "ie houſe, let horſes 
be ſaddled directly every one take a different road. 

Serv. Why, your honour, Dick ſaid it was by your 
own orders. : 

Col. My orders! you raſcal? I thought he was 
going to run away with another gentleman's daughter 
—Dy—Dian# Oldboy. 

— "We-# 
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Mr. Fes. Don't waſte your lungs to no purpoſe, Sir, 
your daughter is half a dozen miles off by this time. 

Col. Sirrah, you have been bribed to further the 
ſcheme of a pick-pocket here. | $91 : 

Ar. Fes. Beſides, the matter is entirely of your own | 
contriving, as well as the letter * wo of this ele- 
gant epiſtle. 

Col. You are a coxcomb, and PI difinherit you ; 
the letter is none of my writing, it was writ by the 
devil, and the devil contrived it. Diana, Margaret, 
my Lady Mary, William, John 278 

Mr. Fes. I am very glad of this, prodigiouſly glad 

of it, upon my honour—he! he! he !—at will be a 
jeſt this hundred years. {bells ring violently on both 
ſides.) What's the matter now? O! her Ladyſhip 
has heard of it, and is at her bell; and the Colonel 
anſwers her. A pretty duet; but a little too much 
upon the forte methinks: it would be a diverting 
thing now, to o ſtand unſeen at the ol $ el. 
bow. E | 


| AIR. 

3 Hiſt, ts TePs hear how matters go; 
DI creep and hften ;—ſo, ſo, ſo, 
They're all together by the ears ; | | 
0h, horrid! how the ſavage ſwears. 290 


 - There too again; ay, you may ringz . 
Sound out th* alarm-bell—ding, ding, ding— 
Diſpatch your ſcouts, tis all in vain, 

Stray maids are ſeldom found again. 
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But hark, the uproar hither ſounds ; 

The Colonel comes with all his hounds ; 

TI wiſely leave them open way, | 

To hunt with what ſucceſs they may. 299 


SCENE VI. 


Colonel O.DBov re-enters, with one Boot, a Great-Coat 
on his Arm, &c. followed by ſeveral Servants. 


Col. She's gone, by the Lord ; fairly ſtole away, 
with that poaching, coney-catching raſcal ! However, 
I won't follow her; no, damme? take my whip, and 


my cap, and my coat, and order the groom to un- 


ſaddle the horſes ; I won't follow her the length of a 


ſpur- leather. Come here, you Sir, and pull off my 


boot; (whiſtles } ſhe has made a fool of me once, ſhe 
ſhan't do it a ſecond time; not but I'll be revenged 
too, for I'll never give her ſixpence; the diſappoint- 
ment will put the ſcoundrel out of temper, and he'll 
thraſh her a dozen times a day ; the thought pleaſes 
me, I hope he'll do it. I 311 

What do you ſtand gaping and N gat, you im- 
pudent dogs? are you laughing at me: I'll teach you 
to be merry at my expence. 
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AIR. 


A raſcal, a huſſy 3; z0unds! foe that I counted 
In temper ſo mild, ſo unpractis'd in evil. 

T ſet her a horſe-back, and no ſooner mounted, 
Than, crack, whip and ſpur, ſhe rides poſt to the devil, 
But there let her run, 

Be ruin'd, undone ; wy | 320 
VI go to catch her, 

Or back again fetch her, 

In worſe than the ſon of '@ gun, 


A niiſchief pofſeſ®d me to marry z 
And further my folly to arg, 
To be fill more a for, 
Sons and daughters I got, 
And 2 ones, by the Lord Harry. 


* 8 7 4 


SCENE I. 


Changes to Crarsss's Dreſſing-room, Crarssa en- 
ters melancholy, 20ith a Book in her * "_ 

by Jenny. | 
Clar. Where have you teen, Jenny? I was en- 
quiring for you—why will you go out without letting 


me know ? | 331 
Jen. Dear Ma'am, never any thing happened fo 
unlucky ; I am ſorry you wanted me—But I was ſent 
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to Colonel Oldboy's with a letter; where I have been 
ſo uſed—Lord have mercy upon me—quality indeed 
— [I fay, quality—pray, Madam, do you think that I 
looks any ways like an immodeſt parſon—to be fure 
I have a gay air, and 1 can't help it, and I loves to 
appear a little genteeliſh, that's what I do. 339 
Clar. Jenny, take away this book. 
Fen. Heaven preſerve me, Madam, you are orying 
Clar. O my dear Jenny ! 
Jen. My dear miſtreſs, what's the mat ter? 
Clar. I am undone. 
Fen. No, Madam ; no, Lord forbis 1 | 
Clar. J am indeed—I have been raſh enough to 
diſcover my weakneſs for a man, who treats me with 
contempt. 45:4 
Fen. Is Mr. Lionel ungrateful, then ? 349 
Clar. I have loſt his eſteem for ever, Jenny. Since 
laſt night, that I fatally confeſſed what I ſhould have 
kept a ſecret from all the world, he has ſcarce con- 
deſcended to caſt # look at nie; nor given me an an- 
ſwer when I "_ to him, but with eoldneſs * re- 
ſerve. 
Fen. Then he is a naſty; Wee nbd brute. 
Clar. Hold, Jenny, hold; it is all my fault. 357 
Fen. Your fault, Madam! 1 wiſh I was to hear ſuch 
a word come out of his mouth: if he was a miniſter 
to-morrow, and to fay ſack a thing from his pulpit, 
and I by, I'd tell him it was falſe upon the ſpot: 361 
Clar. Somebody? s at the door; ſee who it is. | 
Fen. You in fault indeed—that I know to be the 
moſt virtuouſeſt, niceſt, moſt delicateſt——— 
Clar. How now ? 
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Fen, Madam, it's a meſſage from Mr. Lionel. If 
you are alone, and at leiſure, he would be glad to 
wait upon you: I'Il tell him, Madam, that you are 


Clar. Wheze is he, Jenny? 370 
Fen. In the ſtudy, the man ſays. 

Clar. Then go to him, and tell him J ſhould be 
glad to ſee him: but do not bring him up immediately, 
becauſe I will ſtand upon the balcony a few minutes 
for a little air. 

Jen. Do, ſo, dear Madam, for your eyes are as red 
as ferret's, you are ready to faint too; mercy on us ! 

for what do you grieve wy vex eee J was as 


you— | | 
Clar. Oh! 380 


AIR. 


Why with ſighs my heart is ſwelling, 
Why with tears my eyes o'erflow 5 
Aſt me not, *tis paſt the telling, 
Mute involuntary aue. 


Who to auindi and waves a 1 — 
. Vent'rous tempts th! inconflant ſeas, 
In each billow fancies danger, 
\ "Shrinks at ev'ry riſing breezs. 388 
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SCENE VIII. 


Sir Johx FLOWER DͤALE, JENKINS. 

Sir Fohn. So then, the myſtery is diſcovered, —but 
is it poſſible that my daughter's refuſal of Colonel 
Oldboy's ſon ſhould proceed from a clandeſtine en- 
gagement, and that engagement with Lionel? 

Fenk. My niece, Sir, is in her young Lady's ſecrets, 
and Lord knows ſhe had little deſign to betray them; 
but having remarked ſome odd expreſſions of her's 
yeſterday, when ſhe came down to me this morning 
with the.letter, I queſtioned her; and, in ſhort, drew 
the whole affair out; upon which I feigned a recol- 
lection of ſome buſineſs with you, and deſired her to 
carry the letter to Colonel Oldboy's herſelf, while I 
came up hither. _ | 401 
Sir Fohn. And they are mutually promiſed to each 
other, and that promiſe was exchanged yeſterday ? _ 

 Fenk. Ves, Sir, and it is my duty to tell you; elſe 
I would rather die than be the means of wounding 
the heart of my dear young lady ; for if there is one 
upon earth of truly noble, and delicate ſentiments 
Sir Fobn. I thought ſo once, Jenkins. 408 
 Fenk. And think ſo ſtill: O, good Sir John, now is 
the time for you to exert that character of worth and 
gentleneſs, which the world, ſo deſervedly, has given 
you. | You have, indeed, cauſe to be offended ;: but, 
conſider, Sir, your daughter is young, . and 

F. 3 


1 
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amiable ; the poor youth unexperienced, ſenſible, and 
at a time of life when ſuch temptations are hard to be 
reliſted : their opportunities were many, their caſt of 
thinking, the ſame: 
Sir Fobn. Jenkins, I can allow for all theſe things; 
but the young hypocrites, there's the thing, Jenkins ; 
their hypocriſy, their hypocriſy wounds me. 420 
Fenk. Call it by a gentler name, Sir, t on 
her part, apprehenſion on his. 

Sir John. Then, what opportunity have they had ? 
They never were together but when my ſiſter or my- 
ſelf made one of the company; beſides, I had fo firm 
a rehance on Lionel's honour and gratitude | 
Fenl. Sir, I can never think that nature ſtamped 
that gracious countenance of * to maſk a corrupt 
heart. = | 429 

Sir John. How! at the very time that he was con- 
feious of being himſelf the cauſe of it, did he not 
fey more concern at this affair than I did? Nay, 
don't I tell you that laft night, of his own accord, he 
offered to be a mediator in the affair, and defired my 
leave to ſpeak to my daughter? I thought myſelf 
obliged to him, confented 3 and, in conſequence of his 
aſſurance of ſucceſs, wrote that letter to Colonel Old- 
boy, to deſire the family would: come here again to- 
day. 5, P39 
Fenl. Sir, as we were ſtanding in the next room, I 
heard a meſſage delivered from Mr. Lionel, deſiring 
leave to wait upon your daughter: I dare ſwear they 
| will be here preſently ; ſuppoſe we were to ſtep into 
vB that cloſet, and oyerhear their conyerſation ? 
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Sir Fohn. What, Jenkins, after having lived ſo ma- 
ny years in confidence with my child, ſhall I become 
an eves-dropper to detect her? 

Fenk. It is neceſſary at preſent. —Come in, my 
dear maſter, let us only conſider that we were once 
young like them; ſubje&t to the ſame paſſions, the 
ſame indiſcretions; and it is the duty of every man to 
pardon errors incident to his kind. 452 


AIR. 


When love gets into a youthful brain, 
Laſtruction is fruitleſs, and caution vain : 
Prudence may cry, do ſo ; 
But if Love ſays No; 
Poor Prudence may go, 
With her preaching, 
And teaching, | 
To Jericho. 460 
Dear Sir, in old age, 
Tic not hard to be ſage, 
And tis eaſy to point the way ; 
But do or /a ay, 
What we may, 
Love and youth will have their day. 
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EN IX. 


| Cuanis54, LioxEL. 


Cue. Sir, you deſired to ſpeak to me; I need not 
tell you the preſent ſituation of my! heart ; it is full. 
Whatever you have to ſay, I beg you will explain 
yourſelf; and, if poſſible, rid me of the anxiety under 
which I have laboured for ſome hours. 

Lion. Madam, your anxiety cannot be greater than 
mine ; I come, indeed, to ſpeak to you ; and yet, I 
know not how, I come to adviſe you, ſhall I ſay as a 
friend ? yes, as a friend to your g1orys "_ , ; 
dearer to me than my life. 

Clar. Go on, Sir. | 

Lien. Sir John Flowerdale, 3 is ſuch a father 
as few are bleſſed with; his care, his prudence has 
provided for you a match Vour refuſal renders him 
inconſolable. Liſten to no ſuggeſtions that would 
pervert you from your duty, but make the worthieſt 
of men happy by ſubmitting to his will. 

Clar. How, Sir, after what paſſed 1 us yeſ- 


7 terday evening, can you adviſe me to marry Mr. Jeſ- 


ſamy? | : 
Lion. I would a you to marry any one, Ma- 
dam, rather than a villain. 

"Char. A villain, Sir. 

Lion. I ſhould be the worſt of villains, Madam "EI 
was I to talk to you in any other ſtrain : Nay, am I 
not a villlain, at once treacherous and ungrateful ? 
Received into this houſe as an aſylum : what have I 
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done! Betrayed the confidence of the friend that 
truſted me; endeavoured to facrifice his peace, and 
the honour of his family, to my own unwarrantable 
deſires. 
Clar. Say no more, sir; ſay no more; 1 ſee my er- 


ror too late; TI have parted from the rules preſcribed 


to my ſex; I have miſtaken indecorum for a laudable 
ſincerity ; and it is juſt I ſhould meet with the treat- 
ment my imprudence deſerves. | 502 

Lion. Tis I, and only I, am to blame; while I 
took advantage of the father's ſecurity, I practiſed 
upon the tenderneſs {nd ingenuity of the daughter; 
my own imagination gone aſtray, I artfully laboured 
to lead yours after it: but here, Madam, I give you 
back thoſe vows which I inſidiouſſy extorted from 
you; keep them for ſome happier man, who may re- 
ceive them without wounding his honour, or his 
peace. F 511 

Clar. For Heaven's fake ! 

Lion Why do you weep ? 

Clar. Don't ſpeak to me. 
T Lion. Oh! my Clariſſa, my heart is * I am 

hateful to myſelf for loving you ;—yet, before I leave 

'yau for ever, I will once more touch that lovely hand 
 —indulge my fondneſs with a laſt look 
your health and proſperity. 

Clar. Can you forſake me 2 — Have I then given my 
affections to a man who rejects and diſregards them? 
et me throw myſelf at my father's feet; he is ge- 


nerous and compaſſionate :—He knows your worth + 


Lion. Mention it not; were you ſtript of fortune, 


reduced to the meaneſt ſtation, and I monarch of the 


Pray for 


{i i) 
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globe, I ſhould glory in raiſing you to univerſal empire; 
but as It i | 
| Clar. Yet hear me 

Lion. Farewel, farewel ! 


| O dry thoſe tears 1 like melted ore, 350 
Faſt dropping on my heart they fall. , 


T hink, think no more of me; no more 
The mem'ry . recall. 


On @ wild ſea of paſſion A's 

I. lit upon the fatal ſhelf ; 

Friemqſip and love at once are It, 
And now I wiſh to loſe myſelf. 


SCENE X. 


CLarss4, Jenny, then Sir Jonx FLoweRDALE, 
© Jenxing, and afterwards LioxeL. | 
Jen. O, Madam! I have betray'd you. I have 

gone and ſaid ſomething I ſhould not have ſaid to my 

uncle Jenkins ; and, as ſure as day, he has gone and 
told it all to Sir John. - — $7 
Clar. My father! 
Sir Fohn. Go, Jenkins, and deſire that young gen- 
tieman to come back ſtay where you are— But what 
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have I done to you, my child? How have I deſery'd 
that you ſhould treat me like an enemy? Has there 
been any undeſigned rigour in "ey conduct, or terror 
in my looks? 

Clar. Oh, Sir! | W 

Fenk. Here is Mr. Lionel.” +80 

Sir Fohn. Come in When I tell you that I am in- 
ſtructed in all your proceedings, and that I have been 
ear - witnefs to your converſation in this place; you 
will, perhaps, imagine what my thoughts are of you, 
and the meaſures which: juſtice preſcribes me to * 
low. 
N. Liew. Sir, I have nothing to ſay in my own defence; 
I ſtand before you, ſelf· convicted, ſelf-condenm'd, and 
thall ſubmit without OY to the ſentence of my 


judge. 560 


Sir Fohn. As for you, Clarifla, ſince your earlieſt 
infancy, you have known: no parent but me; I have 
been to you, at once, both father and mother; and, 
that I might the better fulfill thoſe united duties, tho 
left a widower in the prime of my days, I would ne- 
ver enter into a ſecond marriage I loved you for your 
likeneſs to your dear mother; but that mother never 
deceiv'd me - and there the likeneſs fails you have 
repaid my affection with diſimulation—Clarifſa, you 
ſnould have truſted me. . > one 

Fen. O my dear ſweet Lady. 

Sir Jobn. As for you, Mr. Lionel, what terms. can 
I find ſtrong enough to paint the exceſs of my friend- 
ſhip!—I loved, I eſteemed, I honoured your father: 
he was a brave, a generous, and a ſincere man; I 


thought you inherited his good qualities you were 
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left an orphan, I adopted you, put you upon the 
footing of my own ſon ; educated you like a gentle- 
man; and deſigned you for a profeſſion, to which 1 
thought your virtues would have been an ornament. 
Feen. Dear me, dear me. n * 
Fienl. Hold your tongue. 3 
Sir John. What return you have made me, you 
ſeem to be acquainted with yourſelf; and, therefore, 
1 ſhall not repeat it Vet, remember, as an aggrava- 
tion of your guilt, that the laſt mark of my bounty 
was conferr'd upon you in the very inſtant, when you 
were undermining my deſigns. Now, Sir, I have 
but one thing more to ſay to you. Take my daugh- 
ter: was ſhe worth a million, ſhe is at your ſervice. 
Lion. To me, Sir !—your daughter do you give 
her to me Without fortune — Without friends. 
uithout — | * | 
Sir Jobn. Vou have them all in your heart; him 
whom virtue raifes, fortune cannot abaſe. | 
Clar. O, Sir, let me on my knees kiſs that dear 
hand—acknowledge my we and entreat 3 
and bleſſing. 
Fir John. You have not ind my FR daughter; 
you have diſtinguiſh'd. It is I ſhould aſk pardon, for 
this little trial of you; for I am happier in the ſon-in- 
law you have given me, than * you had married a 
prince e 0” ee 
Lion. My patron—my friend - my father would 
Rin ſay rene 5 but, as your goodneſs exceeds 
all bounds: 
Sir Jobn. I think I hear a coach drive into the 
court; it is Colonel Oldboy's family; 1 will go and 
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receive them. Don't make yourſelf uneaſy at this ; 
we muſt endeavour to pacify them as well as we can. 
My dear Lionel, if I have made you happy, you 
have made me ſo, Heaven bleſs you, my children, 
and make you deſerving of one another. 


6 ** — 


SCENE XI. 


CrARIss4, Lionel, Ieunr. 


Fen. O dear, Madam, upon my knees, I humbly 
beg your forgiveneſs— Dear Mr. Lionel, forgive me 
Il did not deſign to diſcover it, indeed and you 
won't turn me off, Madam, will vou! ? I'll ſerve you 
for nothing. | 

Clar. Get up, my good Jenny; I freely forgive you 
if there is any thing to be forgiven. I know you love 
me; and, I am ſure here is one who will join with 
me in rewarding your ſervices. 622 

Fen. Well, if I did not know, as ſure as could be, 
that ſome good would happen, by my left eye Rong 


this morning. 
AIR: 


Lion. 0 7 unexpefted | my joys overtones r mel g 
ß love, my Clariſſa, what words ſhall L find! 
Remorſe, deſperation, no longer devour me 
He * us, and peace is re Nord to my mind. 
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Clar. Ze Blaſid us! O rapture! Like one I recover 
Whom death had appal'd, without hope, with- 
Ont - out aid r | 630 
A e depriv'd me of father and lover ; 
A moment reſtores, and my pangs are repaid. 


Lion. F. orſaken, abandoned, 
Clar. What folly ! what Blindneſs ! 
Lion. We fortune accusd ; 
Clar. And the fates that decreed : 
A. 2. But pain was igflided by Heaven, out of kindneſs, 
To heighten the joys that » were doom d to ſuc- 
ceed. 
_ Our day was o eg: , . 640 
But brighter the ſcene it, 
_ The ſty more Z 
* fe ofter the calm the burricane Mob. 


— 


SCENE X17. 


Lady Maar Oupnov, kaning on 4 Servant, Mr. 
Jes88amy leading her; Ie RRV, and afterwards Sir 
Joan FLoweRDALE, with Colonel OL ono. 


Lady MH. *Tis all in vain, my dear ;—ſet me down 
any where; I can't go a ſtep further—I knew, when 
Mr. Oldboy infiſted upon my coming, that I ſhould 
be ſeized with a meagrim by the way; and it's well 
I did not die in the coach. | 

Mr. Fes. But, pr'ythee, why will you let yourſelf 
be affected with ſuch trifles—Nothing more common 
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than for young women of faſhion to go off with low 
fellows. 

| Lady M. Only feel, my dear, how 1 tremble ! 
Not a nerve but what is in agitation ; and my blood 
runs cold, cold! 

Mr. Fes. Well, but, Lady Mary, don't let us ex- 
poſe ourſelves to thoſe people; I ſee there is not one 
of the raſcals about us, that has not a grin upon his 
countenance. 

Lady M. Expoſe ourſelves, my dear! Your father 
will be as ridiculous as Hudibras, or Don Quixote. 

Mr. Fes. Yes, he will be very ridiculous indeed. 

Sir Fohn. I give you my word, my good friend, and 
neighbour, the joy I feel upon this occaſion, is greatly 
allayed by the diſappointment of an alliance with your 
family; but I have explained to you how things have 
happened——You ſee my ſituation ; and, as you are 
kind enough to conſider. it yourſelf, I hope you will 
excuſe it to your ſon. | 

Lady M. Sir John Flowerdale, how do you do? 
You ſee we have obey'd your ſummons ; and I. have 
the pleaſure to aſſure you that my ſon yielded to my 
entreaties with very little diſagreement ; in ſhort, if I 
may ſpeak metaphorically, he is content to ſtand can- 
didate again, notwithſtanding his late repulſe, when 
he hopes for an unanimous election. 

Col. Well, but, my Lady, you may ſave your che- 
toric; for the borough is diſpoſed of to a worthier 
member. 

Mr. Jes. What do you ſay, Sir? 
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_SCENE XIII. 


ag 9 CIR. ado. & 


Sir Jonn 'FLOWERDALE, Lady Mazxy OLDnoy, 
. IEss aur, Colonel en Lionzr, CL A- 
 RISSA, JENNY. | | 


Sir Jobn. Here are my ſon and daughter. 

Lady M. Is this pretty, Sir John:?! ? 

Sir Fohn. Believe me, Madam, i it is not for want of 
a juſt ſenſe of Mr. Jeſſamy's merit, that this affair has 
gone off on any fide : but the heart is a delicate 
thing; and after it has once felt, if the object is me- 
ritorious, the impreſſion is not eaſily effac'd; it 
would therefore have been an injury to him, to have 
given him in appearance what another i in reality poſ- 
ſeſſed. | 

Mr. Fee. Upon my honour, upon my ſoul, Sir John, 
Lam not in the leaft offended at this contre temps — 
Pray, Lady Mary, ſay no more about it. | 

Col. Tol, lol, lol, lol. 

Sir John. But, my dear Colonel, I am afraid, after | 
all, this affair is taken amiſs by you; yes, I ſee you 
are angry on your ſon's account; but let me repeat 
it, I have a very high opinion of his merit. 661 

© Col. Ay! that's more than I have. Taken amiſs ! 
I don't take any thing amiſs ; I never was in better 
Tom or more pleaſed in my life. 
Sir Jobn. Come, you are uneaſy at , 
Colonel. 
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Col. Me! Gad I am not uneaſy—Are you a juſtice 
of peace? Then you could give me a warrant, cou'dn't 
you? You muſt know, Sir John, a little accident has 
happen'd in my family fince I ſaw you laſt, you and I 
may ſhake hands Daughters, Sir, daughters! Your's ' 
has ſnapt at a young fellow without your approbation ; 
and how do you think mine has ſerved me this morn- 
ing ?—only run away with the ſcoundrel I brought to 
dinner here yeſterday. 

Sir John. I am exceſſively concerned. Hb 
Col. Now I'm not a bit concerned—No,damn me, I 
am glad it has happened; yet, thus far, I'll confeſs, I 
ſhould be ſorry that either of them would come in my 
way, becauſe a man's temper may ſometimes get the 
better of him, and I believe I ſhould be tempted: to 
break her neck, and blow his brains out. 6B2 

Clar. But pray, Sir, explain this affair. — 

Col. I can explain it no Cota my daughter 
Dy, has run away from us. 


SCENE XIV. 


Sir John FLowerDALE, Colonel Orpsov, Lady 
Mary Orpuor, Mr. IEssAur, Crannssa, 
Lioxer, Jexnxy, Diana, Harman, JEexxkiNs. 


Dian. No, my dear papa, I am not run away; and 
upon my knees, I entreat your pardon for the folly I 
have committed ; but, let it be ſome alleviation, that 
duty, and affection, were too ſtrong to ſuffer me to 
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carry it to extremity : and, if you knew the agony I 
have been in, eee eren eee | 691 

Lach M. How's this? | 

Har. Sir, I reſtore: your daughter to you; whoſe 
fault, as far as it goes, I muſt alſb take upon myſelf; 
we have been known to each other for ſame time; 
as Lady Richly, your ſiſter, in. London, can acquaint 
Col. Dy, come here Now, you raſeal, where's 
your ſword ; if yon are a gentleman, you ſhall. fight 
me; if you are a ſorub, Pit horſe-whip you - Draw, 
Sirrah Shut the door there, don't let him eſcape. 
Hur. Sir, don't imagine I want to eſcape ; I am ex- 
tremely ſorry for what has happened, hut am ready to 
give you any ſatisfaction you think proper. | 
Col. Follow me into the garden then —Zounds l I 
have no ſword about me Sir John Flowerdale lend 
us à caſe. of piſtols, n of guns z and, come 
and ſee fair play. 27 

Clar. My dear papa 70g 

Dian. Sir John Flowerdale O my. indiſcretion— 
we came here, Sir, to beg your mediation in our fa- 
vour. | a | | 
Lady M. Mr. Oldboy, if you attempt to fight, I 
ſhall expire. 
Sir John. Pray, Colonel, let me ſpeak ; a word to 
you in private. 
Col. Slugs and a ſaw- pit 
Mr. Jet. Why, Miſs Dy, you are a perfect heraine 
for a romance And, prop who '1 is this courteous 
12 e 720 
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Lady M. O Sir, you that I thought ſuch a pretty 
behav'd gentleman ! 

Mr. Jes. What buſineſs are you of, a 

Har. My chief trade, Sir, is plain dealing; and, 
as that is a commodity you have no reaſon to be very 
fond of, I would not adviſe you to purchaſe any of it 
by impertinence. 

Col. And is this what you would, adviſe me to? 

Sir John. It is, indeed, my dear old friend; as 
things are ſituated, there is in my opinion, no other 
prudent method of proceeding; and it is the method 
I would adopt myſelf, was I in your caſe, 

Col. Why, I believe you are in the right of it— 
ſay what you will for me then. | 

Sir John. Well! young people, I have been able 
to uſe a few arguments, which have ſoftened my 

neighbour here ; and in ſome meaſure -pacified his 

reſentment. I find, Sir, you are a gentleman by your 

connections? | | | 739 
Har. Sir, till it is found that my character and fa» 
mily will bear the ſtricteſt ſcrutiny, I deſire no fa- 
vour And for fortune 

Col. Oh! rot your fortune, I don't mind that—I 
know you are a gentleman, or Dick Rantum would 
not have recommended you. And ſo, Dy, kiſs and 
friends. 

Mr. Jes. What, Sir, have you no. more to Gar to 
the man who has uſed you ſo ill? 

Col. Us'd me ill!— That's as I take it he has done 
a mettled thing ; and, perhaps, I like him the better 
for it; it's long before you wauld have ſpirit enough 
to run away with a wench — Harman give me your 
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hand ; let's hear no more of this now 
Flowerdale, what ſay you? ſhall we ſpend the day 
together, and dedicate it to love and harmony ? 
Sir John. With all my heart. | 
Col. Then take off my great coat. 


Lion. Come then, all ye ſocial _ 


Chur. 


SCHOOL FOR FATHERS; OR, Acer III. 
— Sir John 


AIR. 


- Shed your influence o'er us, 


E poor bourr, + 760 


And lighten thoſe ar 
May the juſt, the gen'rous lind, 
Still fee that you regard em 
And Lionels for ever find, 
_ Clarifas 70 reward em. 


Love, thy godbead 1 adore, 
Source of ſacred paſſion 5 


en But will never bow before 


Har. 


Thoſe idols, wealth, or faſhion. 


May, like me, each maiden wiſe, 770 


From the fop defend her ; 
Learning, ſenſe, and virtue prize, 
And ſcorn the vain pretender. 


Why the plague feould men be ſad, 
While in time we moulder ? 


Grave, or gay, or ver d, or glad, 


We ev'ry day grow older. 


Bring the flaſk, the muſic bring, 


Joy will quickly find us; 


Drink, and laugh, and dance, and fing, 780 


And caſt our cares behind us, 


Aer III. LIONEL AND CLARISSA, 
Dian. How ſhall I eſcape —ſo naught, 
On filial laws to trample ; 
PII en curiſey, own my fault, 
And plead papa's example. 
Parents *tis a hint to you, 
Children oft are ſhameleſs ; 
N tranſgreſs—the things too true 
But are you always blameleſs ? 


One word more before we go ; 

Girls and boys have patience ; 

You to friends muſt ſomething owe, 
As well as to relations. © 

Theſe hind gentlemen addreſc— 

What tho eve forgave em 

Still they muſt be loft, unleſs 

Dou lend a hand to ſave em. 
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TABLE OF THE SONGS, 


With the Nauxs of the ſeveral Couroszxs. 


= * * * 
r an 2 8 


9 — * „ 


N. B. Thoſe marked thus , are new, both words 
and muſic i but thoſe marked thus, are * 
new ſets | 


A New Overture by Mr. Dispin. 


| ACT J. 
Ab how delightful the morning - Duet 

Ao rob them of ſtrength = MI. Dibdin 
*To tell you the truth 3 Dibdin 

Zounds, Sir! then I'll tell you ; Dibdid 
Wen a man of faſhion condeſeends Dibdin 
I'm but 4 poor ſerfant «- = Dibdin 
You aſk me in vain = Dibdin 
Ah | pry'thee ſpare nie Gallupi 
**Ye glovitiy thoughts = - Dibdin 
Quiritetts = N Dibdin 


A TABLE OF THE SONGS. 


ACT II. 


Talk not to me - - - 
Indeed, forſooth, a pretty with - 


How curſedly vext - 4 5 
Come then, pining, peeviſh lover — 


To fear a ſtranger . 
** Ladies pray admire a figure - 
**Poor panting heart 8 

In Italy, Germany, France have I how 
**We all ſay the man - - 
Go, and on my truth relying - 


Quintetto — 


ACT III. 


Ho can you inhuman ! - - 


*I wonder, I'm ſure, - 4 
*Hiſt, ſoft; let's hear how matters go 
** A raſcal, a huſſy 2 8 
Why with ſighs my heart is ſwelling 
*O bliſs 2 - Py 
Chorus - 5 - > 
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THE 


IT may be neceſſary exadly to flate what are the preten- 
ions ſpecifically of the brief Biocravrny prefixed to theſe 
Volumes :—that expefation may not be diſappointed, and. 
that blame may not be imputed to him for omiſſions of ——_ 


were by no means comprehended i in his plan. 


All that ts Jon to be ſought, is a conciſe charac- 


teriſtic SKETCH of the Author, to whoſe play it is pre- 
fixed. Antcpores that are entirely new, can ſcarcely 
be hoped at this period. Moft of theſe Lives have been 


narrated in various forms, with minuteneſs of reſearch; 


and length of detail. The confined ſpace that can here 
be allotted, rather preſcribes ſelection from what is 
known already, than reſearch y_ue novelties to ſwell the 


amount. 


J, multum in parvo, much in a narrow compaſs 
be found ; if the philoſepbifng ſpirit of Biography e- 
der character more perſpicuous, and peculiarities prominent; 
if, exemplifying upon habits and manners, a leſſon neither 
inelegant nor tedious be ofered to leiſure and curiofity 5 if 
the errors of the mind be in any degree correfed and re- 
formed, and the ſocial propenſities of mankind rea 


and extended ; Ld Hats | e 


THE BIOGRAPHER, 


— 8 — 


a” 1 


BIOGRAPHER TO THE WORLD. © 
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. MILTON. 


TO v write at this time _—_ - life EVI TW like the 


Poet abovementioned, would be ſuperfſtuous and imper- 


tinent. Every circumſtance that attended him is ſo 
generally known; his admirers have ſo minutely re- 


corded his excellencies, and his enemies have taken the 


fame kind care of his ſailinge, that little more is left 
for us than to conſider him in the particular province 
of a Daauaric * Po. 


Nn ron appears to have 8 but ſlenderly gifted 
for the effects of Tragedy His powers inclined little 
to the pathetic, though Evrieipes was his favourite 


author. The other grand principle of tragic effort 


ſeemed as little within his attainment.— The terror 
that his conception would excite is rendered leſs vivid 


by the ſolemn prolongation of his period, and the con- 


catenation of his lines. The nervous brevity of Shak- 
ſpeare he admired, but he did not imitate. His two 
dramatic poems, exquiſite as they are, confidered as 
the vehicles of florid imagination and elegant expreſ- 
ſion, are nevertheleſs utterly remote from modern ſen- 


timent and modern language. There is little to regret 


that, following the obvious bias of his mind, he ſoared 
into the epic field of unbounded invention, and per- 
mitted the Drama of his country, gothic and barbarous 
as he deemed it, to remain without a conteſt in thoſe 


hands to which Na runs ſeemed to have conſigned the 


portraiture of Maxx ERS and of Man. 


JOHN MILTON. v 


— —— 

Fortune is frequently favourable in the arrange- 
ment of events : an eſcape from the enthuſiaſm of his 
politics might have rendered the great Mil rox an un- 
couth Hiſtorian, and an unſucceſsful Dramatiſt. The 
extent of his attainments made him little doubtful of 
their capabilities. It was the moſt felicitous circum- 
ſtance of his life, that abandoning the DRAMA reli- 
gioufly, and Hiſtory from calamity, he fixed upon a 
Theme of ſuch exquiſite beauty as enabled him to bear 
the evils of blindneſs and adverſity, ſoothed by the 
nightly harmonies of heaven, and ſuſtained unfaulter- 
iogly by the holy fervour of inſpired Poxsx. 
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Tars beautiful Masx has given riſe to much Criti- 
eiſm, reſpecting circumſtances of the ſcene to which 
objections are applied :—we ſhall briefly conſider 
them with all poſſible reſpect—as the authorities are 
of high eminence. 
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FixsT—It is objected, that there is a conſiderable 
impropriety in the Spixir addreſſing the Audience to 
acquaint them with his nature and miſſion, in a mono- 


logue of extreme length, in the Firſt Scene. The 
remark is, however, attempted to be repelled by a re- 


ference to the continued Chokus of the Greet drama 
never vacating the ſtage. This palliation will, notwith- 
ſtanding its tone of triumph, be of little avail, until it 
is ſhewn that there is in Comus any Chokus what- 
ever. The Greek audiences were not Choroides; 
that conſtant occupant of their Theatres, denominated 
the CHorvs, was relevant to the Drama, and as ex- 
pedience demanded, either of VigGins or SENATORS, 
SoLDIERs or PaiESs TS. The Addreſs is, in truth, an 
elegant abſurdity—and intended to the audience. 
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To the SS co - Dr. Jonxsox has hinted at the 
ridiculous expedient to celebrate the beauty of Phi- 
loſophy, and the ſanctity of Virginity, in the diſputa- 
tion of the Brothers overtaken by night; and by dark- 
neſs divided from their Siſter. From this charge the 
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Bard may be more eaſily vindicated—Why they were 

ſo long abſent is another queſtion—1 have to account 
for the diſputation : we find them in the double ob- 
ſcurity of night and a thick ſhade formed by innu- 
merous boughs. To diſſipate the fear of the Younger 
Brother for his Sifter's ſafety, the Elder deſcants 


upon the unaſſailable nature of virgin purity. In the 


uncertainty of their ſituation, to move was dangerous; 
to expatiate, therefore, while it fortified their minds 
againſt alarming apprehenſion, deceived the wearineſs 
of time, combined with the aking privations of fence 


and darbneſc. 


Don us, as it is here given, is an adaptation to the 
modern ſtage—by the retrenchment of much Dia- 
logue, and the addition of many Airs. — That the 
Poetry of this beautiful piece ſuffers by a modern hand 
can be little doubted. Veneration for the Author 
might wiſh it in the original ſtate; but a dramatic ex- 
hibition muſt pleaſe to be repeated; the aim ſhould 
be to venture at as little innovation as poſſible. The 
Muſic of ARNE, in the modern Comus, is well 
known; it is as intelligent as modern muſic can be. 


Let not this article be cloſed without paying to de- 
ceaſed merits the praiſe ſo deſervedly their due: 
From the late Mr. HENDERSOx's performance of 
Comus was derived one of the moſt luxuriant feaſts 
that the writer of this article ever banquetted upon. 
The jocundity—plauſibility—feſtivity, and voluptu- 
ouſneſs he aſſumed, were among the fineſt effects of 
his conſummate abilities. His manner of reciting the 


| 3 melody of kis firſt — and the bappy con- 
tempt of | 
The blabbing l the nice Mort, r. 
he who bar heard will never forget—he who has not 
will never conceive. 
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PAM FACE. 


Tars Maſk was firſt ee at Ladlow-Caftle on 
Michaelmas-day. 1634, before the Right Hon. the 
Earl of BzirGewaTERr, Lord Preſident of Wales: 
the principal Performers were the Lord Brackly, 
Mr. Thomas Egerton, and the Lady Alice Egerton“. 
In the year 1774 it was abridged, and has ever ſince 
been performed as an Afterpiece at the Theatre-Royal 
in Covent-Garden. The following were the reaſons 
offered to the Public in favour of the Abridgment, and 
were prefixed toan edition of the piece then publiſhed 
in its curtailed ſtate. 


Pure Poetry, unmixt with paſſion, however ad- 

& mired in the cloſet, has ſcarce ever been able to 
e ſuſtain itſelf on the ſtage. In this Abridgment of 
« Milton's Comus no circumſtance of the drama con- 
« tained in the original Maſk is omitted. The di- 
vine arguments on temperance and chaſtity, toge- 
ther with many deſcriptive paſſages, are indeed 
* expunged or contracted; but, divine as they are, 
© the moſt accompliſhed declaimers have been em- 
« barrafſed in the recitation of them: the ſpeaker 
- vainly laboured to prevent a coldneſs and languor 
« in the audience: and it cannot be diſſembled that 
« The Maſk of Comus, with all its poetical beauties, 
«© not only maintained its place on the theatre chiefly 

— 
* The Muſic was originally compoſed by Sir Henry Lawes, 


who alſo repreſented the Attendant Spirit. The preſent 
Muſic is the compoſition of Dr. Arne. | 
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1 PREFACE. 


« bbs aſhſtance 4 muſic, but the muſic itſelf, as s if 
e overwhelmed by the weight of the drama, almoſt 
% ſank with it, and became in a manner loſt to the 
« ſtage. That muſic, formerly heard and applauded 
* with rapture, is now reſtored, and the Maſk, on 
te the above conſiderations, is curtailed. 


« As a further argument in favour of the drama i in 
«.its preſent form, it might perhaps be urged, that 
it the feſtivity of the character of Comus is heightened 
by his aſſiſting in the vocal parts as well as in the 
5 dialogue, and that theatrical propriety is no longer 
« violated in the character of the Lady, who now 
“ invokes the Echo in her own perſon, without ab- 
« ſardly leaving the ſcene vacant as heretofore, while 
ce another voice warbled out the ſong which the Lady 
was to be ſuppoſed to execute. 


« To conclude, it may not be impertinent to ob- 
&« ſerve, that The Faithful Shepherdeſs of Beaumont 
and Fletcher, which is eſteemed one of the moſt 
e beautiful compoſitions in our language, not only 
&« afforded our Author the firſt hint of this Maſk, but 
« that ſeveral brilliant paſſages of Comus are imitated 
from that excellent performance; yet it is remark- 
able that the play of The Faithful Shepherdeſs, 
ce being merely poetical, was condemned on its firſt 
« repreſentation ; for which hard fate, though ſuc- 
„ ceeding critics have reprehended the barbariſm of 
« that age, yet no attempt has ever been hazarded to 
e reſtore the hapleſs drama to the ſtage.” . 


PROLOGUE. 


OUR fedfaſt Bard, to his own genius true, 

Still bade his Muſe* © fit audience find tho few 3? 
Scorning the judgment of a trifling age wb 

To choicer ſpirits he bequeath'd his page. 

He too was ſcorn'd, and to Britannia's ſhame 

She ſcarce for half an age knew Milton's name: 

But now, his fame by ev'ry trumpet blown, 

Me on his deathleſs trophies raiſe our orn. 

Nor art nor nature did his genius bound ; 

Heawv'n, hell, earth, chaos, he ſurvey d around. 

All things his eye, thro* auit's bright empire thrown, 

Beheld, and made what it beheld his own. 


Such Milton wwas : *tis ours to bring him forth, 
And your's to vindicate neglected worth, 
Such heav'n-taught numbers ſhould be more than read, 
More wide the manna thro' the nation ſpread. 
Like fome bleſs'd ſpirit he to-night deſcends, 
Mankind he viſits, and their fleps befriends ; 
Thro* mazy errors dark perplexing wood 
Points out the path of true and real good, 
Warns erring youth, and guards the ſpotleſs maid 
From ſpell * magic vice by 82520 s atd, 


Paradiſe Loſt, Book VII. ver. zr. 


X11 | PROLOGUE. 


Aittend the frains ; and ſhould ſome meaner phraſe 
Hang on the flyle and clog the nobler lays, 
Excuſe what we with trembling hand ſupply, 
To give his beauties to the public eye: 
His the pure efſence, ours the grofſer mean 
Thro' which his ſpirit is in action ſeen. 
Obſerve the force, obſerve the flame divine 
That glows, breathes, as, in each harmonious line. 
Great object only ſtrike the gen*rous heart ; 
Praiſe the ſublime, o*erlook the mortal part. 
Be there your judgment, here your candour ſhewwn ; 
S mall is our portion—and we wiſh *tawere none. 


— . | | - 


DRAMATIS PERSON AB. 


 DRURY-LANE. 
Men. 
Comve, - — Mr. Wroughton. 
Fixs T SpIRIr, = - - Mr. Haymes, 
ELDER BroTHER, - - - Mr. Benſon. 
YouNGER BROTHER, - - - Mr. Banks. 


Mr. Kelly. 
BaccHANals, - - - - Mr. Dignum, & 
| Mr. Sedgwick. 


"4 


| FW omen. 
Leer, =- = . - -- Mrs. Kemble. 75 
EuptHROSYNE, = - — 14 Mrs. Storacce. 


Mrs. Edwards, 


BACCHANTES, |, . - Miſs Barnes, 
Mrs. Fox, Cc. 


SABRINA and PASTORAL NyMPH, +» Miſs Romanzini. 
+ Bacchanals, Naiads, Spirits, Fc. 


— 
COVENT-GARDEN. 
| | Men. 
Comus, = . 8 - Mr. Farren. 
FirsT SeiRIT, — - . - Mr. Thompſon. 


ELpER BroTHEeR, - ( - Mr. M'Ready. 


YoUNGER BROTHER, - - - Mr. Evett. 
Mr. Darley,: 


BACCHANALS, = = = = r 
| Women. 
Lady, - - - - . Mrs. Pope. 
EvuenuRoSYNE, 5 5 — Mrs. Martyr. 
BaccnanTEs, - - 3 3 2 


Sa RINA and PASTORAL Ny urn, Mrs. Mountain. 
 Bacchanals, Naiads, Spirits, c. 
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ACT J. 


The Scxux diſcovers a wild Mood. 


EEE 


M + Berocd the ſtarry threſhold of Jove's court 
% My manſion is, where thoſe immortal ſhapes 
“Of bright aerial ſpirits live infpher'd oo 
“In regions mild of calm and ſerene air, 

“ Above the ſmoke and ſtir of this dim ſpot 

“ Which men call earth, and with Abo ite care 
* Confin'd and peſter'd in this pinfold here 

cc Strive-to keep up a frail and fev*riſh being, 

«© Unmindful of the crown that virtue gives, 


« After this mortal change, to her true ſervants 10 


“ Amongſt the enthron'd gods on fainted ſeats. 
« Yet ſome there are that by due ſteps aſpire 
To lay their juſt hands on that golden key 

6 That opes the palace of Eternity; 
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« To ſuch my errand is; and but for ſuch 

I would not ſoil theſe pure ambroſial weeds 

With the rank vapours of this fin-worn mould. 

« But whence yon' ſlanting ſtream of purer light 

c Which ftreaks the midnight gloom, and hither darts 
Its beamy point? Some meſſenger from Jove 20 
6 Commiſſion'd to direct or ſhare my charge, 
And if I ken him right a ſpirit pure 

« As treads the ſpangled pavement of the ſky, 

« The gentle Philadel : but ſwift as — 

« He comes * 


“The ſecond Ades S Nrn. deſcends. 
« Declare on what ſtrange errand.bent 
« Thou viſiteſt this clime to me aſſign'd, 
“ So far remote from thy appointed ſphere. 
S. Si. On no appointed taſk thou ſeeſt me now; 

« But, as returning from Elyſian bow?rs 30 
« (Whither from mortal coil a ſoul I wafted) | 
Along this, boundleſs ſea of waving air 
« I ſteer'd my flight, betwixt the gloomy ſhade 
« Of theſe thick boughs thy radiant form I ſpy'd, 
« Gliding as ſtreams the moon thro? duſky clouds; 
&« Inſtant I ſtoop'd my wing, and downward ſped 
„ To learn thy errand, and with thine to join 
« My kindred aid, from mortals ne'er withheld 
«© When Virtue on the brink of peril ſtands. 

F. Si. Then mark th? occaſion that demands it 

bere. | 40 

“Neptune, I need not tell, beſides the ſway 
& Of every ſalt flood and each ebbing ſtream, 
« Took in by lot, *twixt high and nether Jove, 
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« Imperial rule of all the ſea-girt iſles - 
That, like to rich and various gems, lay 
*The unadorned boſom of the deep; 
«© Which he, to grace his tributary gods, 
« By courſe commits to ſev'ral government, 
And gives them leave to wear their ſapphire crowns, 
« And wield their little tridents; but this iſle, 50 
The greateſt and the beſt of all the main, 
“He quarters to his blue-hair'd deities; | 
« And all this track that fronts the tiny ſun | 
© A noble peer of mickle truſt and pow'r 
« Has in his charge, with temper*d awe to guide 
« An. old and haughty nation proud in arms. 
"Bp. © Does any danger threat his legal (way 

« From bold ſedition or cloſe-ambuſh*d treaſon ? 

F. Spi. No danger thence; but to his lofty ſeat, 

Which borders on the verge of this wide vale, 60 
His blooming offspring, nurs'd in princely lore, 
Are coming to attend their father's ſtate 
« And new entruſted ſceptre, and their way 
Lies thro? the perplex'd path of this drear wood, 
The nodding. horror of whoſe ſhady brows 
c Threats the forlorn and wand'ring paſſenger ; 
& And here their tender age might ſuffer peril, 
«© But that by quick command from foy'reign Jove 
J was difpatch'd for their defence and guard. 

S. Spi. What peril can their innocence affail 70 
« Within theſe lonely and unpeopled ſhades ? 

F. Spi. Attend my words.” | No 1 es but har- 

bours danger; | 

In ev'ry . Virtue finds a fore” 
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“ Bacchus, that firſt from out the purple grape 

% Cruſt'd the ſweet poiſon of miſuſed wine, 

c“ After the Tuſcan mariners transſorm d. 

« Coaſting the Tyrrhenne ſhore as the winds liſted | 

* On Circe's iſland fell: (who knows not Circe, 

„The daughter of the Sun, whoſe charmed cup 

* Whoever taſted loft his upright ſhape, 80 

„And downward fell into a grov'ling ſwine?) ' 

6% This nymph, that gaz d upon his cluſt'ring locks, 

With ivy berries wreath'd, and his blithe youth,” 

% Had by him, ere he parted thence, a ſon 

«© Much like his father, but his mother more, 

«© Whom therefore ſhe brought up and Comus naynid 

S. Spi. 4 Ill-omen'd birth to Virtue and her ſol! 

F. Spi. He, ripe and frolick of his full grown age, 

„ Roving the Celtick and Iberian fields, 

« At laſt betakes him to this ominous wood, tho M 

„And in thick ſhelter of black ſhades imbower'd © 
« Excels his mother at her mighty art, A * 

&« Off ring to ev'ry weary traveller 

« His orient liquor in a cryſtal glaſs 

To quench the drought of Phœebus, which as 

taſte, | 

6s (For moſt do taſte thro* fond 8 thirſt) | 

Soon as the potion works, their human count'nance, 

c 'Th' expreſs reſemblance of the gods, is chang d i 

“Into ſome brutiſh form of wolf or bear, 

« Or ounce or tiger, hog or bearded goat, 100 

« All other parts remaining as they were: L 

« Yet, when he walks his tempting rounds, the ſorcerer 

«© By magic pow'r their human face reſtores 

& And outward beauty to delude the fight. 
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S. Spi. Loſe they the ny n former 
Fen 7 
F. Spi. No, they (ſo perleck is their — 

6 Not once perceive their foul — | 

e But boaſt themſelves more co an before ; 

& And all their friends and native home forget, 

c To toll with pleaſure in a ſenſual ſtꝛ. 10 

S. Spi. Degrading fall ! from ſuch a dire diſtreſs 
& What pain too great our mortal charge to ſave ? 

F. Spi. 4 For this, when any favour d of high Jove 
Chances to paſs throꝰ this advent' rous glade, 1 
“Swift as the ſparkle of a glancing R 
I ſhoot from heaven to give him ſafe convoy, 
t As now 1 do; and opportune thou com ſt 
&« To ſhare an office which thy natureoyes. _ 

& This be our taſk; but firſt I muſt put of _ 
« 'Theſe my ſky robes ſpun out of Iris woof, - 120 
& And take the weeds and likeneſs of a ſwain 

te That to the ſervice of this houſe belongs, 
Who with his ſoft pipe and ſmooth-ditty'd ſong 
Well knows to ſtill the wild winds when they roar, 
And huſh the waving woods; nor of leſs faith, 

* And in this office of his mountain watch 

6 Likeheſft and neareſt, to the preſent aid 

« Of this occaſion. Veil'd in ſuch diſguiſe. 

Be it my care the ſever'd youths to guide 

To their diſtreſs'd and lonely ſiſter ; thine 130 
« To cheer her footſteps thro” the n * 

«© Whatever bleſſed ſpirit hovers near, 

* On errands bent to wand'ring mortal 3 

If need require him ſummon to thy ſide; 


4 Unſeen of mortal eye ſuch thoughts inſpire, 
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00 Such heben · born confidence, as need demands 


e In hour of trial. 


F. S. Swift as winged winds 


6 « To my glad charge I fr. | CE. 
Ill wait a while 140 


. . 
« To watch tl 4 enen : 


6 Of hateful * J muſt be riewleſs now.” 


Cana enters n 
inthe other, with him a rout of Men an Women dreſſed 
as Bacthanals ; they come r 
ruly noiſe, with torches in their hands. 


Comus ſpeaks.) The ſtar that bids the ſhepherd fold 
Now the top of heavn doth hold, | | 
And the gilded car of day 

His glowing axle doth allay 

In the ſteep Atlantic ſtream ; | 

And the lope ſun his upward beam 

Shoots againſt the duſky pole, _ 
Pacing tow*rd the other goal os 7 
Of his chamber in the eaſt; „ 
Mean-while welcome joy and feaſt. 


so. 


Now Phebut finketh i inthe we, 
Welcome Jong and welcome jeſt, 
Midnight ſhout ys o 
T dance and jollity © 50 
Braid your locks wvith roſy twvine, 
Dropping odours, dropping wine. 


F 
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Rigour now is gone to bed ; 
And Advice with ſcrup lous head, 
Stria Age and ſour Severity, 
With their grave ſaws, in ſlumber lic. 


We, that are of purer fire, 
Imitate the ſtarry choir, pom 
Who, in their nightly watchful ſpheres, 
Lead in ſwift round the months and years. 
The ſounds and ſeas, with all their finny drove, 
Now to the moon in wav'ring morrice move, 
And, on the tawny ſands and ſhelves, 
Trip the pert Fairies and the dapper Elves. 
SONG. By a Woman. 
By dimpled brook and fountain brim 
The Wood-nymphs, deck d with daifies trim, 
T heir merry <vakes and paſtimes keep ; 
What has night to do with ſleep ? 
Night has better ſweets to prove; 
Venus now wakes and wakens Love : 
Come, let us our rites begin; : 
Tis only day-light that makes fin. 


Comus. Hail, goddeſs of nocturnal ſport, 
Dark-veil'd Cotytto ! to whom the ſecret flame 
Of midnight torches burn. Myſterious dame! 
That ne'er art call'd but when the dragon-womb 
Of Stygian darkneſs ſpits her thickeſt gloom, 

- And makes one blot of all the air, | 
Stay thy cloudy ebon chair, 
B 


160 


170 


1 80 
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Wherein thou rid'ſt with Hecat', and befriend 
Us thy vow'd priefts, till utmoſt end 

Of all thy dues be done, and none left out ; 
Ere the blabbing eaftern ſcout, 


The nice Morn, on th' Indian ſteep 190 


From her cabin loop-hole peep, 
And to the tell-tale Sun deſcry 
Our conceal'd ſolemnity. 


SONG. ) Conus and Hon. 


From tyrant laws and cuſtoms free | 


Me. follow ſaveet variety ; 
By turns we drink, and dance, und | ang; 


Love for ever on tbe wing. 


My, ſhould niggard rules contro 
Tronfports of the jovial foul : 
No dull flinting hour woe own. 5 200 
Pleaſure counts our tithe alone, | 


Comus. Cn. knit hands and beat the ground. | 


In a light fantaſtic round; 


A 9 


Break off, break off 3 I feel the KiPrent; pace 


Of ſome chafte footing near aboat this ground: 
Run to your fhrouds within theſe brakes and trees; 
Our number may affright. Some virgin ſure 
(For ſo I can diſtinguiſh by mine art) 

Benighted in theſe woods. Now to my chatms, 


And to my wily trains. Thhall ere long 210 
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Be well ſtock'd with as fair a herd as graz'd 

About my mother Circe. Thus I hurl 

My ien ſpells into the ſpungy air, 

Of pow r to cheat the eye with blear illuſion, 

And give it falſe preſentments, leſt the place 

And my quaint habits breed aſtoniſhment, 

And put the damſel to ſuſpicious flight ; 

Which muſt not be, for that's againſt my courſe. 

I, under. fair pretence of friendly ends, 

And well-plac'd words of glozing courteſy, 220 
Baited with reaſons not unplauſible, 

Wind me into the eaſy-hearted man, | 
And hug him into ſaares. When once her eye 
Hath met the vittue of this magic duſt, 

I ſhall appear ſome harmleſs villager 

Whom thrift keeps up about his country gear. 
But here ſhe comes; I fairly ſtep aſide 

And hearken if I may her bus'neſs here. 


— 


Enter the Lady. 


Lady. This way the noiſe was, if mine ear be true, 
My beſt guide now: methought it was the ſound 230 
Of riot and ill-manag'd merriment; 

Such as the jocund flute or gameſome pipe 
« Stirs up among the looſe unletter'd hinds, 
«© When, for their teeming flocks and granges full, 
e In wanton dance they praiſe the bounteous Pan, 
And thank the gods amiſs.” I ſhould be loath . 
To meet the rudeneſs and ſwill'd inſolence 
Of ſuch ues rioters ; yet oh! where elſe 

W 1 be 
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Shall I inform my unacquainted feet | 
In the blind mazes of this tangled wood? 240 
Comus gſide.] T'll eaſe her of that res and be her 

guide. 
Lady. My brothers, when they ſaw me weary'd 


out 
„With this long way, reſolving here to lodge 


* Under the ſpreading favour of theſe pines,” 
Stepp'd, as they ſaid, to the next thickeſt fide 

To bring me berries, or ſuch cooling fruit 

As the kind hoſpitable woods provide. 5 

« They left me then when the grey-hooded "OT 
Like a fad votariſt in palmer's weeds, + 249 
«© Roſe from the hindmoſt wheels of Phoebus? wain; 
But where they are, and why they come not back, 
Is now-the labour of my thoughts: *tis likelieft © | 
They had engag'd their wand”ring ſteps too far. 
This is the place, as well as I may gueſs, 

«© Whence, ev'n now, the tumult of loud mirth 

« Was rife, and perfect in my liſt' ning ear, 

« Yet nought but ſingle darkneſs do I find. 

« What might this be? A thouſand fantaſies 

« Begin to throng into my memory, 

« Of calling ſhapes and beck'ning ſhadows dire, 260 
« And aery tongues, that ſyllable mens names 

« On ſands, and ſhores, and deſert wildernefſles. 
« 'Theſe thoughts may ſtartle well, but not aſtound, 
« The virtuous mind, that ever walks attended 

« By a ſtrong fiding champion, Conſcience. 

« O! welcome pure-ey'd Faith, white-handed Hope, 
Thou hov'ring angel, girt with golden wings, 
« And thou unblemiſh'd form of Chaſtity ! 


AcT I. COMUS. 25 


« I ſee you viſibly, and now believe, 

That he, the ſupreme Good (to whom all things ill 
« Are but as ſlaviſh officers of vengeance) 271 
&« Would ſend a gliſt ring guardian, if need were, 
« To keep my life and honour unaſſail'd. 

cc Was I deceiv'd, or did a fable cloud 

« Turn forth her ſilver lining on the night? 

« ] did not err; there does a fable cloud 

“ Turn forth her ſilver lining on the night, 

& And caſts a gleam over this tufted grove.” 

I cannot halloo to my brothers, but 

Such noiſe as I can make to be heard fartheſt 280 
I'll venture, for my new enliven'd ſpirits 
Prompt me, and they OW are not far off. 


SONG. 


Seveet Eabo, feveeteſt * ! that bo! "ft . 
Within thy aery cell, 
By flow Maander's margent green, 
And in the violet-embroider*d vale, 
Where the lovelorn nightingale 

' Nightly to thee her ſad ſong mourneth well, 
Canft thou not tell me of a gentle pair 
That likeft thy Narciſſus are? 290 
Oh ! if thou have | 
Hid them in ſome flow'ry cave, 

Tell me but where, = 

Seveet queen of parly, 3 of the Sphere! 
So may "ft thou be tranſlated to the ſkies, 


And give reſounding grace to all _ 'n's harmonies. 


— 
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Comus afide.] Can any mortal mixture of earth's 
mould 
Breathe ſuch divine enchanting raviſhment ? 
Sure ſomething holy lodges in that breaſt, 
% And with theſe raptures moves the vocal air 300 
To teſtify his hidden reſidence : 
« How ſweetly did they float upon the wings 
Of filence through the empty-vaulted night, 
« At ev'ry fall ſmoothing the raven down 
Of darkneſs till it ſmil'd ! I have oft” heard 
« My mother Circe, with the Sirens three, 
« Amidft the flow'ry-kirtled Naiades, 
“ Culling their potent herbs and baleful drugs, 
Who, as they ſung, would take the priſonꝰd ſoul 
« And lap it in Elyſium: Scylla wept, 310 
« And chid her barking waves into attention, 
« And fell Charybdis murmur'd ſoft applauſe; 
Vet they in pleaſing ſlumber lull'd the ſenſe, 
And ſweet in madneſs robb'd it of itſelf; © 
Rut ſuch a ſacred and home- felt delight, 
Such ſober certainty of ' waking bliſs, 
I never heard till now.. I I ſpeak to her, 
And ſhe ſhall be my queen, —Hail, foreign wonder! 
Whom certain theſe rough ſhades did never breed, 
Unleſs the goddeſs that, in rural ſhrine, 320 
Dwell here with Pan or Silvan, by bleſs'd ſong 
Forbidding ev'ry bleak unkindly fog 
To touch the proſpꝰrous growth of this tall wood. 
Lady. Nay, gentle Shepherd! ill is loſt that 
praiſe 
That is addreſs'd to unattending ears: 
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Not any boaſt of fkill, but extreme ſhift 
How to regain my ſever d company, 
CompelPd me to awake the courteous Echo 
To give me anſwer from her moſſy couch. 
Com. What chance, good Lady, hath bereft you 
thus? 
Lady. Dim darkneſs and this leafy labyrinth. 331 
Com. Could that divide you from t 
| guides ? 
Lady. They left me weary on a grafly turf. 
Com. By falſehood or diſeourteſy, or why? 
« Lady.” To ſeek i the valley. ſome cool friendly * 
ſpring. 
Com. And lefe your fair fide all unguarded, Lady? 
Lady. They were but twain, and purpos'd quick re · 
tun 
Com. Perhaps foreſtalling night prevented them? 
Lady. How eaſy my misfortune is to hit l“ 
Com. Imports their loſs belide the preſent need? 
Lady. Noleſsthanit I ſhould my brothers loſe. 34+ 
Com. Were they of manly prime oryouthful bloom? 
Lady. As Imooth as Hebe's their unrazor'd lips. 
Com. Two ſuch I ſaw hat time the labour'd ox 
c In his looſe traces from the furrow came, | 
& And the ſwink't hedger at his ſupper fat ; 
« I ſaw them” under a © preen” mantling vine, 
That crawls along the ſide of yon' ſmall hill, 
Plucking ripe cluſters from the tender ſhoots : 
Their port was more than human; © as they ſtood 
4 took it for a fairy viſion 351 
Of ſome gay creatures of the element, 
« That in the colours of the rainbow live, 
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© And play i' th plighted clouds. I was awe-ftruck, 
And as J paſs d I worſhipp'd:” if thoſe you ſeek 
It were a journey like the path to heavin 
To help you' find them. | 

Lady. Gentle Villager, 
What readieſt way would bring me to that place ? ? 
Com. © Due weſt it riſes from this ſhrubby point. 
Lady. To find out that, good 1 E * 

poſe, 

« In ſuch a ſcant allowance of Rar-light, 362 
«© Would overtalk the beſt land pilot's art, + 
Without the ſure gueſs of well- practisꝰd feet.” 

Com. I know each lane and ev'ry alley green, 
Dingle or buſhy dell, of this wide wood, | 
« Andev'y boſky bourn from fide to ſide,” 
My daily walks and ancient neighbourhood ; 
And if your ftray attendants be yet lodg'd, 
Or ſhroud within theſe limits, I ſhall know 370 
Ere morrow wake, or the low-rooſted lark 
« From her thatch'd pallat rouſe : if“ otherwiſe, 
I can conduct you Lady to a tow 
But loyal cottage, where you may be ſafe 
Till farther queſt. 

Lady. Shepherd, I take thy word, 
And truſt thy honeſt offer*d courteſy, 
« Which oft' is ſooner found in lowly ſheds, 
« With ſmoky rafters, than in tap'ſtry halls | 
« And courts of princes, where it firſt was nam'd, 380 | 
« And yet is moſt pretended.” In a place 
Leſs warranted than this, or leſs ſecure, 
I cannot be, that I ſhould fear to change it. 


Aer l. cous. „ 
Eye me, bleſs'd Providence, and ſquare my trial 
To my proportion'd — * lead on. 

[ Exeunt. 


Enter Cox us Crew from behind the trees. 


SONG. By a Man. 


 #ly favi iftly, ye Minutes | ! till Comus receive 
The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give: 
The boewls frolick joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſbe in return yield the raptures of love. 


Wi bout love and wine, wit and beauty are vain g 
All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain, 391 
T he moſt blends d palace grows dark as the grave : 
Love and wine give, ye Gods, or take back what you gave. 


| \CHORVS, 5 


Away, away, away, 

To Comus court repair ; 

T here night outſhines the day, 
There yields the melting fair. 397 
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. 
—— — 

« Enter the tzwo BROTHERS. 

& Elder Brother. 
* UnmurrLz, ye faint Stars! and thou, fair Moon! 
* That wont'ſ to love the traveller's beniſon, 
« Stoop thy pale viſage thro an amber cloud, 
And difinherit Chaos, that reigns here 
In double night of darkneſs and of ſhades ; 
Or if your influence be quite damm'd up 
With black uſurping miſts, ſome gentle taper, 
+ ** Tho' a ruſh candle, from the wicker-bole 
Of ſome clay habitation, viſit us | 
With thy long levell d rule of ſtreaming light, 10 
And thou ſhalt be our ſtar of Arcady 
Or Tyrian Cynoſure. 
T. Bro. Or, if our eyes © - 
ge barr'd that happineſs, might we but hear 
* The folded flocks penn d in their wattled cotes, 
« Or ſound of pait'ral reed with oaten ſtops, 
« Or whiftle from the lodge, or village cock 
« Count the night-watches to his feathery dames, 
« ?Twould be ſome ſolace yet, ſome little cheering, 
In this cloſe dungeon of innum'rous boughs. 20 
„But oh! that hapleſs virgin, our loſt ſiſter! . 
« Where may ſhe wander now, whither betake her 
From the chill dew, amongſt rude burs and thiftles ? 
Perhaps ſome cold bank is her bolſter now, 
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„Or gainſt the rugged bark of ſame broad em 
Lans her unpillow'd head, fraught with ſad fears: 
What if in wild amazement and affright ? 

Or, while we ſpeak, within the direful graſp 
„Of favage hunger or of ſavage heat? 

E. Bro. Peace brother; be not over exquiſite 30 
To caſt the faſhion of uncertain eyils z | 
For, grant they be ſo, while they reſt unknown 
What need a man foreſtal his date of grief, 
And run to meet what he would moſt avoid 2 
Or if they be but falſe alarms of fear 
«+ How bitter is ſuch felf-deluſion | 
do not think my ſiſter ſo to ſeek, 

Or ſo unprincipled in virtue's book, 
And the ſweet peace that goodneſs boſoms ever, 
As that the ſingle want of light and noiſe 5 5 0 
6 Not being in danger, as I truſt ſhe is not 
Could ſtir the conſtant mood of her calm thoughts, 
And put them into miſbecoming plight. 

*« Virtue could ſee to do what Virtue would 

By her own radiant light tho' ſun and moon 
Were in the flat ſea ſunk ; and Wiſdom's ſelf 

* Oft' ſeeks to fweet Ae ſolitude, 

Where with her beſt nurſe, Contemplation 

« She plumes her feathers and lets grow her wings, 
That in the various buſtle of reſort. _ 50 
« Were allto ruffled, and ſometimes. impair d. 

He, that has light within his own, clear breaſt, 
May fit i' th' centre and enjoy bright day; | 
But he, that hides a dark ſoul and foul thoughts, 

« Benighted walks under the mid-day fun ;_ 

« Himſelf is his own dungeon. 


32 COMUS. | Ac x ll. 
. Bro. Nis moſt true | | 
That muſing Meditation moſt _ 
| © Thepenfive ſecrecy of deſert cell, £ 
Far from the chearful haunt of men and herds, 60 
« And ſits as ſafe as in a ſenate houſe ; ; 
« \For who would rob a hermit of his weeds, 
His few books, or his beads, or maplediſh, 
Or do his grey hairs any violence? 
But Beauty, like the fair Heſperian tree 
Laden with blooming gold, had need the guard 
Of dragon watch with unenchanted eye, 
« To ſave her bloſſoms, and defend her fruit 
From the raſh hand of bold Incontinence. 
« You may as well fpread out the unſunn'd heaps 70 
Of miſers' treaſure by an outlaw's den 6 
And tell me it is fafe, as bid me hope 
Danger will wink on opportunity, 
And let a ſingle helpleſs maiden paſs 
« Uninjur'd in this wild furrounding waſte. 
« Of night or lonelineſs it recks me not; 
* I fear the dread events that dog them both, 
« Leſt ſome ill- greeting tonch attempt the perſon 
« Of our unowned ſiſter. 
E. Bro. I G do not, brother, 80 
<« Infer as if I thought my ſiſter's tate 
« Secure, without all doubt or controverſy ; 
« Yet, where an equal poiſe of hope and fear 
Does arbitrate th' event, my nature is 
That I incline to hope rather than fear, 
4 And gladly baniſh ſquint ſuſpicion. 
« My ſiſter is not fo defenceleſs left 


Ac II. COMUS. 


« As you imagine; ſhe has a hidden ops. oe 
«© Which you remember not. 15 
TY. Bro. What hidden ſtrength / = 
« Unleſs the ſtrength of Heav'n? if you mean that. 
E. Bro. I mean that too * yet a hidden 
ſtrength, | 
& Which, if Heav'n gave it, may be term'd her own; 
6 Tis chaſtity, my brother, chaſtity: | 
« She that has that is clad in complete ſteel, 
& And like a quiver*d nymph with arrows keen 
May trace huge foreſts and unharbour'd heaths, ; 
Infamous hills and ſandy perilous wilds, 
« Where thro” the ſacred rays of chaſtity 
No favage fierce, bandit, or mountaineer, 100 
« Will dare to foil her virgin purity; 
Vea, there where very deſolation dwells, 
« By grots and caverns ſhagg*d with horrid ſhades, 
“ She may paſs on with unblench'd majeſty, 
« Be it not done in pride or in preſumption. 
Some ſay no evil thing that walks by night 
In fog or fire, by lake or mooriſh fen, 
« Blue meagre hag, or ſtubborn. unlaid ghoſt, - 
That breaks his magick chains at curfew time, 
« No goblin, or ſwart Fairy of the mime, 110 
« Hath hurtful pow'r o'er true virginity. - | 
« Do ye believe me yet, or ſhall I call 
« Antiquity from the old ſchools of Greece 
Jo teſtify the arms of Chaſtity ? | 
Hence had the huntreſs Dian her dread how, 
« Fair filver-ſhafted queen, for ever chaſte! 
« Wherewith fhe tam'd the brinded lioneſs 
And ſpotted mountain pard, but ſet at nought 
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5 The friv'lous bolt of Cupid: gods and men 
« Fear'd her ſtern frown, and ſhe was Queen oꝰ th? 
Woods. 120 
« What was the eth dene Gorgon ſhield 


That wife Minerva wore, uncopquer'd virgin! 


* Wherewith ſhe freez'd her foes to congea}'d ſtone, 
«© But rigid looks of chaſte auſterity / 

And noble grace, that daſh'd brute violence 

«© With ſudden adoration and blank awe ? 

So dear to Heav'n is faintly chaſtity, 

That, when a ſoul is found ſincerely ſo, 

«© A thouſand livery'd angels lacquey her, 

% Driving far off each thing of fin and guilt, 130 
% And in elear dream and ſolemn vifion 5 
Tell her of things that no groſs ear can hear, 
Till *oft converſe with heav'nly habitants 

« Begin to caſt a beam on th? outward ſhape, 


« The unpolluted temple of the mind, | 
« And turn it by degrees to the ſoul's n 
« Till all be made immortal. 1 9 


« But when luſt | 
« By unchaſte tos; looſe mes nnd and foul talk, 
« But moſt by lewd and laviſh act of ſin, 


Lets in deſilement to the inward parts, 


The ſoul grows clotted by contagion, 

« Imbodies and imbrutes, till ſbe quite loſe 

« The divine property of her firſt being. 

« Such are thoſe thick and gloomy ſhadows ap 
Oft' ſeen in charnel vaults and ſepulchres, 

« Ling' ring and ſitting by a new - made grave, 
As loath to leave the body that it lov d, 
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6“ And link'd itſelf in carnal ſenſuality  - # 
To a degen' rate and degraded ſtate. 130 
Y. Bro. How charming is divine philoſophy 
Not harſh and crabbed, as dull fools ſuppoſe, 
„But muſical as is Apollo's lute, | 
And a perpetual feaſt of neQar'd ſweets, 
« Where no crude ſurfeit reigns.” 
E. Bro. Liſt, lift | I hear 
Some far- off halloo break the ſilent air. 
Z. Bro. Methought ſo. too; what hogld.; it be ? 
Z. Bro. For certain _ „ 
Either ſome one like us Abe founders bere, 160 
Or elſe ſome neighbour woodman, or at worſt 
Some roving robber calling to his fellows. 
2. Bro. Hearn keep my liſter } ane ! again ! 
and near! 
Beſt draw, and ſtand upon our oved. 
E. Bro. I'll hallo; 
If he be friendly he comes well ; i not, 
Defence is a good cauſe, and Heav'n be * us. 


Enter the firſt Attendant Spirit, habited like a Shepherd. 
Z. Bro. That halloo I ſhould Inn b are you? 
ſpeak, | 
« Come not too near; you fall on iron — elſe,” 
%,.“ Spi. What voice is chat! ? my young lord ? 
Speak again, | 170 
T. Bro. O brother, t is my father's ſhepherd ſure; 
E. Bro. Thyrſis? whoſe: ortful ftraing have oft” 
delay'd 
The huddling brook to hear bi ak. 
And ſweeten d ev'ry muſkroſe of the dale, 
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How cam'ſt thou here good Swain ? has any ram 
Slipp'd from the fold, or young kid loſt his dam, 
Or ſtraggling weather the pent flock forſook ? 
How could'ſ thou find this dark ſequeſter'd nook ? 

« F. * Spi. O my lov'd maſter's heir, and his next joy! 
< I came not here on ſuch a trivial toy 180 


As a ſtray d ewe, or to purſue the ſtealth 


« Of pilf ring wolf: not all the fleecy wealth 
That doth enrich theſe downs is worth a thought 
« To this my errand, and the care it brought. 
But oh!“ evhere is my virgin lady? where is ſhe ? 
How chance ſhe is not in your company? 
E. Bro. To tell thee ſadly, Shepherd, without blame 
Or our neglect we loſt her as we came. 
« F. Spi. Ah me! unhappy ! then my fears are true. 
E. Bro. What fears, your wich ! prithee briefly 
ner,; | 190 

F. Spi.“ Tl tell ye: 't is not vain, nor fabulous, 
( Thoꝰ ſo eſteem'd by ſhallow ignorance) 

« What the ſage poets, taught by th' heav'nly Muſe, - 
« Story'd of old in high immortal verſe, | 
Of dire Chimeras, and enchanted iſles, 

« And rifted rocks, whoſe entrance leads to hell; 

« For ſuch there be ; but unbelief is blind. 

Z. Bro. ann ou b e J am all atten- 

: tion.” 

2 F. Ni. Within the dived of this n wood, 
Immur'd in cypreſs ſhades, a ſorcerer dwells, 200 
Of Bacchus and of Circe born, great Comus, 

Deep fkil'd in all his mother's witcheries, 
And wanton as his ry F | 
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And here to ev'ry thirſty wanderer k 
* By ſly enticements gives his baneful cup, | 
With many murmurs mix'd, whoſe pleaſing poiſon 
The viſage quite transforms of him that drinks, 
* And the inglorious likeneſs of a beaſt 
Fixes inſtead, unmoulding reafon's mintage 
«© Character'd in the face.” This have I learnt 210 
Tending my flock hard by, i' th' hilly crofts 
That brow this bottom glade,” whence night by 
1 | 
He and his monſtrous rout are heard to howl 
Like ſtabled wolves or tigers at their prey, 
{© Doing abhorred rites to Hecate 
In their obſcured haunts and inmoſt bow'rs.” 
Yet have they many baits and guileful ſpells, 
And beauty's tempting ſemblance can put on 
T' inveigle and invite th' unwary ſenſe 
« Of them that paſs unweeting by the way.” 220 
% But hark! the beaten timbrel's jarring ſound 
And wild tumultuous mirth proclaim their preſence ; 
Onward they move; © and ſee! a blazing torch 
« Gleams thro? the ſhade,” and this my guides their 
r : 

Let us withdraw a while and watch their motions. 

L T hey retire. 


Enter Comus' Crew revelling, and by turns careſſing each 
other, till they obſerve the Two Brothers ; then the 


Elder Brother advances and ſpeaks. | 

E. Bro. What are you, ſpeak, that thus in wanton riot 
And midnight revelry, like drunken Bacchanals, 
Invade the ſilence of theſe lonely ſhades? 


' 
i * 
| 
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F. Wom. Ye godlike youths! fe whoſe radiant forms | 
excel |: -- - 
The blooming grace of SER * ſon,” 230 
Bleſs the propitious ſtar that led you to us; | 
We are the happieſt of the race of mortals, 
Of freedom; mirth, and joy, the only heirs : 
But you ſhall ſhare them with us; for this cup, 
This neRar'd-cup, the ſweet aſſurance gives 

Of preſent and the pledge of future bliſs, 

[ She offers tem the cup, _ they both put by. 


SONG. By a Man. 


By the gayly civoling glaſs 
ae tor Sazy miantts Safe, 
By the hollow caſt are told T 
How the wuaining night grows old. 240 
Drives us from our ſport and pla. 
 ##hat have we with day to do? 
* of care t was made or you. | 


Z. Bro. n nor offer us the ure ſweets | 
That thus have render'd thee thy ſex's ſhame.” 
* — of honour baniſh'd from wy breaſt. - 


a 3 8ONG. | 
„ Fame's an echo, prattling double, 
* An empty; airy, glitt ring, bubble ; | 
A breath can ſwell, a breath can fink it, 250 
« The wiſe not worth their keeping think it. | 
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* Why then, why fach toil and pain 

* Fame's uncertain ſmiles to gain ? 

Lide her ſiſter Fortune and,” 


« To the beſt fhe's oft unkind, © 
&« And y wo her favour find. 


Z. Bro. ix her own ſentence Virtue Rands ab- 
ſolv'd, 
“ Nor aſks an echo from the tongues of men 
To tell what hourly to herſelf ſhe proves. 
„Who wants his own no other praiſe a z 260 
« His ear receives it as a fulſome tale 
To which his heart in ſeeret gives the lie: 
« Nay, ſlander'd innocence mult feel a peace, : 
An inward peace, which flatter'd guilt ne er knew.” 
F. Mom. Oh! bow unſeemly ſhews in * 
youth 

| Such grey ſeverity . But come RY us, 
We to the bow'r of bliſs will guide your ſteps ; 
There you ſhall taſte the joys that Nature ſheds 
On the gay ſpring of life, youth's flow'ry prime, 
From morn to noon, from noon to dewy ere, 270 
Each riſing hour by riſing 8 mark d. 


SONG. By a Woman in a i paforal hab 


Mould you tafle the noan»tide air, 
To yon fragrant bow'r repair, | 
IW here woven with the poplar bough, 
The mantling vine will ſhelter you. 


| 
| 
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Down each fide a fountain flows, © 
Tinkling, murm ring, as it goes, 
Lightly o'er the moſſy ground, | 


Round the languid herds and ſheep 280 
Stretch d o'er ſunny hillocks ſleep, | 
' While on the hyacinth and roſe 
The fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone and in her arms 
Your breaſt may beat to love's alarms, 
Till bleſs'd and ble «ing you ſhall oc 
They Joys of 400 are joys * | 


E. Bro. „How low ſinks beauty when by vice de- 
bas d! 

« How fair that form if virtue dwelt withio ! 

C But from this ſhameleſs advocate of ſhame 290 

To me the warbled ſong harſh diſcord grates. | 
. Bro. C Short is the courſe of ev ry lawleſs pleaſure; ; 

& Grief like a ſhade on all its footſteps waits, 

« Scarce viſible in joy s meridian height, 


But downward as its blaze declining ſpeeds 
*« The dwarfiſh ſhadow to a giant ſpreads.” 


F. Wom. No more; theſe formal maxims miſbe- 


come you; 


They only ſuit Pond rivell'd Age. 
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SONG. By a Man and two Women. 


Live and love, enjoy the fair, . 
Baniſb ſorrow, baniſh care 1 00 
Mind not what old dotards ſay; ;: | 
Age has had his ſtare of play, 
But youth's ſport begins to-day. 


From the fruits of ſweet delight 
Let not ſeare-crow Virtue fright : 
Here in Pleaſure's vine: yard we 
Rove lite birds from tree to tree, 
| Careleſs, airy, gay, and free. 


E. Bro. How can your impious tongues profane the 
name | tho | 
Of ſacred Virtue, and yet promiſe pleaſure 310 
In lying ſongs of vanity and vice? 
From virtue ſever'd pleaſure phrenzy grows, 
The gay delirium of the fev'riſh mind, 
And always flies at reaſon's cool return. 
F. Wom. © Perhaps it may; perhaps the ſweeteſt 
joys | 
« Of love itſelf from paſſion s folly Goring; : 
«« But ſay, does wiſdom greater bliſs beſtow ? 
Z. Bro. Alike from love's and pleaſure's path you 
ſtray, | 
In ſenſual folly blindly ſeeking both, | 
« Your pleaſure riot, luſt your boaſted love. 320 
Capricious, wanton, bold, and brutal, luſtt 
Is meanly ſelfiſh, when reſiſted cruel, 
And like the blaſt of peſtilential winds 


_ Comes. AcT II. 
« Taints the ſweet bloom of Nature's faireſt forms: 

* But love, like'0d*rous Zephyr's grateful breath, 

« Repays the flaw'r that ſweetneſs which it borrows ; 
* Yninjuring, uninjur'd, lovers move 
In their own ſphere of happineſs content, 

4 By mutual truth avoiding mutual blame.” 
But we forget: who bears the voice of Truty 330 
In noiſy riot and intemp*rance drown'd ? N 
Thyrſis, be then our guide; we'll follow thee, 

And ſome good angel bear a ſhield before us! 

| eum Brothers and Spirit. 

F. Wom. Come, come, my friends, and partners of 
my joys, 

Leave to theſe pedant youth their bookiſh dreams; 
Poor blinded boys, by their blind guides miſled! 

« A beardleſs Cynick is the ſhame of nature,” 

Beyond the cure of this inſpiring cup; | 

« And my contempt, at beſt my pity, moves.” 
Away, nor waſte a moment more about em. 340 
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Atuay, Huey, anbau, 
7⁰ Comus court repair, 
T here night outſhines the day, 
' T here yields the melting fair. {Exeunt ji rnging.* 


Z. Bro. She's gone ! . ſcorn m_ her wan- 
Gt} ton arto, 
« And ak e paired charms that rice can wear, 
— —ꝛn¾ 
10 The lng Aft cod: her as now performed. 59 


ACT II. | COMUS. 43 
Jet oft” o'er credulous youth ſuch Sirens triumph, 


And lead their captixve ſenſe in chains as ſtrong 
As links of adamant. Let us be free, 


« And to ſecure our freedom, virtuous. 350 
Y. Bro. But ſhould. our r ber meet the 
rage. 


© Of this inſulting troop what. could the do? 14 
© What hope, what comfort, what ſupport, were left? 
Spi. She meets not them; but yet, if w_t I gueſs, 
« A harder trial on her virtue waits. | 
E. Bro. Protect her Heay'n! But whence this 
fad conjecture? | 
Spi. This ev' ning late, by then the chewing flocks 
Had ta'en their ſupper on the ſav'ry herb 
0 Of knot-grafs dew- beſprent, and were in fold, 
*I ſat me down to watch upon a bank 360 
« With ivy canopy d, and interwove 7 
With flaunting honeyſuckle, and began, 
** Wrapp'd in a pleaſing fit of melancholy, 
Jo meditate my rural minſtrelſy, 
« Till Fancy had her fill; but ere a cloſe, 
The wonted roar was up amidſt the woods, 
« And fill d the air with barbarous diſſonance, 
„ At which I ceas'd, and liften'd them a while. 
Y. Bro. What follbw'd theu'? O! if our _ 
leſs ſiſter 
$41. © Strait an unuſual ſtop of ſudden diane 370 
<« Gave reſpite to thedrowſy-flighted Reeds 
That draw the litter of cloſe-curtain'd Sleep. 
At laſt a ſoft and ſolemn breathing ſound 
“ Roſe like a ſteam of rich diſtill'd perfumes, 
«© And ſtole upon the air, that ev'n Silence 
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« Was took ere ſhe was *ware, and wiſhed ſhe might 
Deny her nature, and be never more, 
« Still to be ſo diſplac'd. I was all ear, 
* And took in ſtrains that might create a ſoul 
Under the ribs of Death—but oh ! ere long 380 
“Too well I did perceive it was the voice 
« Of my moſt honour'd lady your dear ſiſter. 
2 Bro. O my . heart! too true my 
| ary; :: >; 256 
. « Amaz d I flood, harrow'd with grief and 
21:1) ale, 5 
« And O! poor hapleſs nigltingale, thought I, 
How ſweet thou ſing ſt, how near the deadly ſnare ! 
Ihen down the lawns I ran with headlong haſte, 
«'Thro' paths and turnings often trod by day, 
Till guided by my ear I found the place 
„Where the damn'd wizard, hid in ſly diſguiſe, 390 
(For ſo by certain ſigns I knew) had met 
Already, ere my beſt ſpeed to prevent, 
The aidleſs innocent lady, his wiſh'd prey, 
« Who gently aſk'd if he had ſeen ſuch two, 
„ Suppoſing him ſome neighbour villager. 
« Longer I durſt not ſtay, but ſoon I gueſs'd 
Ve were the two ſhe meant; with that I ſprung 
Into ſwift flight till I had found you here; 
1 But farther know I not. | 
T. Bro. O night and ſhades! > 00 
“ How are ye join d with hell in triple knot 15 
« Apainſt th' unarm d weakneſs of one virgin, 
« Alone and helpleſs! Is this the confidence 
«© You gave me brother? | | 
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E. Bro. Yes, and keep it ſtill, 

« Lean on it ſafely ; not a period 

Shall be unſaid for me. Againſt the threats 

Of malice or of ſorcery, or that pow r 

Which erring men call Chance, this 1 hold firm, 

« Virtue may be aſſail d but never hurt, 410 

« Surpris'd by unjuſt force but not inthralÞd; 

ea, even that which miſchief meant moſt harm | 

« Shall in the happy trial prove moſt glory : 

Hut evil on itſelf ſhall back recoil, | 

& And mix no more with goodneſs ; when at laſt 

& Gather'd kke ſcum, and ſettled to itſelf, 

& It ſhall be in eternal reſtleſs change, 

& Self-fed and ſelf-conſum'd. If this fail 

% The pillar'd firmament is rottenneſs, 

& And earih's baſe built on ſtubble. But come, let's on; 

« Againſt th' oppoſing will and arm of Heavn 421 

« May never this juſt ſword be lifted up; 

“ But for that damn'd magician, let him be girt 

6e With all the grieſly legions that troop 

&« Under the ſooty flag of Acheron, 

“ Harpies and Hydras, or all the monſtrous forms 

« *Twixt Africa and Inde, I'll find him out, 

And force him to reſtore his purchaſe back, 

« Or drag him by the curls to a foul death, | 

& Curs'd as his life. 430 
Spi. Alas! good vent'rous youth, OF 

& I love thy courage yet, and bold empriſe ; 

gut here thy ſword can do thee little ſtead : 

« Far other arms, and other weapons muſt 

5 Be thoſe that quell the might of helliſh charms, 

: | C 
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« He with his bare wand can unthread thy; joints, 
And crumble all thy finews. 

E. Bro. Why prithee, ſhepherd, 
* How durſt thou then thyſelf — ſo near, 
As to make this relation? N 440 
Spi. A ſhepherd lad, 
« Of ſmall regard to ſee to, yet well {kill'd 
“ In every virtuous plant and healing herb, 2 
That ſpreads her verdant leaf to the morning ray, 
« Has ſhewn me ſimples of a thouſand names, 
„Telling their ſtrange and vigorous faculties. 
& Among the reſt a ſmall unſightly root, 
«© But of divine effect, he cull'd me out; 
And bad me keep it as of ſov'reign uſe 
c Gainſt all enchantment, mildew, 8 or damp, 
Or ghaſtly fury's apparition. | 451 
« Tpurs'd it up. If you have this about you 
& {As I will give you when you go) you may 
cc Boldly affault the necromancer's hall; 
c Where if he be, with dauntleſs hardihood 
& And brandiſhed blade ruſh on him, break his glaſs, 
& And ſhed the luſcious liquor on the ground; 
« But ſeize his wand, tho? he and his curs d crew 
« Fierce ſign of battle make, and menace high, 
« Or like the ſons of Vulcan vomit ſmoke, 460 
Vet will they ſoon retire, if he but ſhrink.” 


Ac III. 


ACT III. 
— 


- & Scene opens, and diſcovers”” a magnificent Hall in Co- 

' MUS's Palace, ſet off with all the gay decorations 

% proper for an ancient banqueting- room. Comvs 

and Attendants fland on each fide of the Lady, who is 

ſeated in an enchanted chair ; © and by her looks and 

* geſtures expreſſes great ſigns of uneaſineſs and me- 
% /ancholy.”” 


Conus ſteaks. 


« Hence, loathed melancholy, 
« Of Cerberus and blackeſt midnight born, 
In Stygian cave forlorn, 
« *Mongft horrid ſhapes, and ſhrieks, and fights un- 
holy, 
& Find out ſome uncouth cell, 
«© Where brooding darkneſs ſpreads his jealous wings 
& And the night-raven ſings ; 
There, under ebon ſhades, and low-brow'd rocks, 
« As ragged as thy locks, 
&« In dark Cimmerian deſert ever dwell. 10 
« But? come, thou goddeſs fair and free, 
In heaven yclep'd Euphroſyne, 
And by men, heart-eaſing Mirth, 
Whom lovely Venus at a birth 
| C 2 
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With two ſiſter Graces more, 
To ivy-crowned Bacchus bore. 
Haſte thee, nymph, and bring with thee 
Jeſt and youthful jollity, 
yips. and cranks, and wanton wiles, | 
| Nods and becks, and wreathed ſmiles, 20 
Such as hang on Hebe's cheek, 
And love to live in dimple ſleek ; 
Sport, that wrinkled Care derides, 
And Laughter holding both his lides. 
Come, and trip it as you go, : 
On the light fantaſtic toe 
And in thy right hand lead with thee 
The mountain-nymph, ſweet Liberty. 


[WV hilft theſe Iines are repeating, enter a Nymph repreſent- | 
ung Euynnosyne, or Mirth ; who advances to the 


* and ſings the ene forge 


SONG. 
Come, come, bid adieu to fear, 
Love and harmony live here, 30 
Buzzing ſlanders, wordy wars, 
In my preſence will appear ; 
Lowe and harmony reign here. 
Sighs to amorout fighs returning, 
Pulſes beating, boſoms burning, 
Boſoms awith warm wiſhes panting, 
Words to ſpeak thoſe wiſhes wanting, 
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Are tbe wank tumults here, = 
All the avoes you need tu frarz; 409 
Love and harmony reign here. 


| Lach: How long muſt I, by ma vick fetters chain d 
To this deteſted ſeat, hear odious ſtrains 
Of ſhameleſs folly, which my ſoul abhors ? 

Com. Ye ſedge-crown'd Naiades, by twilight ſeen 
Along Mzander's mazy border green, 
At Comus' call appear in all your azure ſheen. 33 


/ 


[#e + waves his Wand, the Naiads enter, and range them- 
ſelves in order to dance. 1 


Now ſoftly flow let ER meaſures move, 
And breathe the pleaſing pangs of gentle love. 


L* The Nauads dance a flow dance expreſſive of the paſ- 
ion of Love.] | 


(“ Aﬀer this dance” the paſtoral Nymph 8 flow, 
with a melancholy and deſponding air, to the fide of the 
lage, and repeats, by way of ſoliloguy, the firſt ſix lines, 
and then fangs the ballad. In the mean time ſhe is ob- 
ſerved by Eur hROSVAxE, who by her geſture expreſſes 
to the audience her different ſentiments of the ſubje of 
her complaint, ſuitably to the charatter of their ſeveral 
ſongs. * | 


RECITATIVE. Ty | 
How gentle was my Damon's air ! 
Like ſunny beams his golden hair, | 


a 


30 


COMUS. 
His voice was like the nightingale' 8, 


More ſweet his breath than flow ry vales. 


How hard ſuch beauties to reſign ! 
And yet that n taſk is mine 


A BALLAD. 


On every hill, in every grove, 


Along the margin of each flream, 
Dear conſcious ſcenes of former love, 

J mourn, and Damon is my theme. 
T he hills, the groves, the Preams remain, 


But Damon there I JO in vain. 


a Now to the moſſy cave I fly, | 


« Where to my ſwain I oft have ſung, 
« Well pleas'd the browſing goats to ſpy, 
« As ver the airy ſleep they hung. 


« The moſſy cave, the goats remain, 
« But Damon there I ſeek in vain. 


« Now through the winding vale I paſs, 
« And figh to ſee the well-known ſhade ; 


| = T weep, and kiſs the bended graſs, 


. * Where love and Damon fondly Play'd, 
« The vale, the ſhade, the graſs remain, 


e But Damon there I ſeek in vain.” 
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From hill, from dale, each charm is fled, | 
Groves, flocks, and fountains pleaſe no more, 
Each flower in pity droops its head, 
All nature does my lofs deplore. 
All, all reproach the faithleſs ſevain, 
Zet Damon fill I ſeek in vain. 


RECITATIVE.. By Eurkkosrxx. 


Love, the greateſt bliſs below, 
How to taſte few women know ; 
Fewer ſtill the way have hit | 
How a fickle ſwain to quit. 
Simple nymphs then learn of me, 
How to treat inconſtancy. 


BALLAD. 


The wanton god, that pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; © 

But the nymph diſdains to pine ; 

Who bathes the <vound with roſy wine. 


Farewell lovers, when they're cloy'd ; 

If IT am ſcorn' d, becauſe enjoy d. 

Sure the ſqueamiſh fops are free 
To rid meof dull company. 


They have chains wid 7 mine can 567 
. £ love them much, but more my eaſe ; 

Nor jealous fears my love moleſt, 

Mor faithleſs vows ſhall break my reſt. 


Fl 


80 


90 
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Why ſhould they e er give me pain, 

Who to give me jay diſdain ? | 

All T hope of mortal man, en 100 
1s to love me whilſt he can. 


Conmvs ſpeaker. 


Caſt thine eyes around, and ſee 
How from ev'ry element | 
Nature's ſweets are cull'd for thee, 
And her choiceſt bleſſings ſent. 


« Fire, water, earth, and air, combine 
« To compoſe the rich repaſt, 
Their aid the diſtant ſeaſons join 
« To court thy ſmell, thy ſight, thy taſte.” 


Hither ſummer, autumn, ſpring, 110 
Hither all your tributes bring: 
All on bended knee be feen 
Paying . to your queen. 


on this « they put on their chaplets and prepare for 
* the feat: while Comvs is advancing with his cup, 


e and one of his attendants offers a chaplet to the Lady, 
« (hich ſbe throws on the ground with indignation ) 
« the preparation for the feaſt is interrupted by lofty 
« and ſolemn muſick from above, whence” the ſecond 
Attendant Spirit enters gradually in a ſplendid machine, 
repeating the following lines to the Lady, and fings, re- 
maining fill inviſible to Cou us and his crew. 
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From the realms of peace above, OS: 

From the ſource of heavenly love, 
From the ſtarry throne of Jove, 

Where tuneful Muſes in a glitt'ring ring 
To the celeſtial lyre's eternal ſtring 
Patient Virtue's triumph ſing ; 
To theſe dim labyrinths where mortals fray, 

Maz d in paſhon's pathleſs way, 121 

To ſave thy purer breaſt from ſpot and blame 
Thy guardian Spirit came. 


SONG, 


Nor on beds of fading flowers, 
Shedding ſoon their gaudy pride ; 
Nor with ſwains in Syren bowers, 


Will true pleaſure long refide. 


On awful virtues hill ſublime, 
Enthroned fits th* immortal fair; 

Who wins her height, muſt patient climb, 130 
The fleps are peril, toil and care. 


So from the firftl did Nove ordain, 
Eternal bliſs for tranſient pain. 


[Exit the Spirit, the muſic playing loud and ſolemn. 


Lady. Thanks, heav'nly ſongfter ! whoſoeꝰ er thou 
art, 
Who deign | to enter theſe unhallow'd walls, 
C 3 


54 cos. Aer Ill. 

To bring the ſong of virtue to mine ear! 

O ceaſe not, ceaſe not the melodious ſtrain, 

Till my rapt foul high on the ſwelling note 

To heav'n aſcend far from theſe horrid fiends ! 
Com. Mere airy dreams of air-bred people theſe ? 

rn look with envy on more happy man, 141 
« And would decry the joys they cannot taſte. 

Quit not the ſubſtance for a ſtalking ſhade 

« Of hollow virtue, which eludes the graſp.” 

Drink this, and you will ſcorn ſuch idle tales. 


[ He offers the cup, which ſhe puts by, and attempts to riſe.) 


Nay, lady, fit ; if I but wave this wand, 
Your nerves are all bound up in alabaſter, 
And you a ſtatue : or, as Daphne was, 
*«« Root-bound, that fled Apollo.” 

Lady. Fool, do not boaſt ; 10 
Thou can'ſt not touch the freedom of my mind 
With all thy charms, altho' this corp'ral rind 
Thou haſt immanacl'd, while heav'n ſees good. 
Com. Why are vou vex'd, lady? why do you 

frown? 
Here dwell no frowns nor anger ; from theſe pates 
Sorrow flies far. See, here be all the pleaſures 
That fancy can beget on youthful thoughts, 
When the freſh blood grows lively and returns 
«« Briſk as the April buds in primroſe ſeaſon.” 
And firſt behold this cordial julep here, 160 
-- That flames and dances in his cryſtal bounds, 

„ With ſpirits of balm and fragrant ſyrups mix d, 
Not that Nepenthes, which the wife of Thone 
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« Tn Egypt gave to Jove- born Helena, | | 

&« Is of ſuch pow'r to ſtir up joy, as this, 

« To life ſo friendly, or ſo cool to thirſt.” | 
Lady. Know baſe deluder, that I will not taſte it. 


Keep thy deteſted gifts for ſuch as theſe. 
| [Points to his crew. 


SONG. By a Man. 


7 1900 learn your li lives to meaſure, 

Not by length of time, but pleaſure 5 170 

Soon your ſpring muſt have a fall; © 
ging youth, is loſing alls _ 

T hen you'll aſk, but none will give, 

And may * ol not live. 


Com. Why ſhou'd you be ſo cruel to yourſelf, 

And to thoſe dainty limbs, which Nature lent 

For gentle uſage and ſoft delicacy ? 

«« But you invert the cov'nants of her truſt, 

« And harſhly deal, like an ill borrower, 

* With that which you receiv'd on other terms, 180 

« Scorning the unexempt condition, 

« By which all human frailty muſt fubliſt; 

«« Refreſhment after toil, eaſe after pain; 

That have been tir'd all day without repaſt, 

And timely reſt have wanted. W fair virgin, 

This will reſtore all ſoon. | Mn 
Lady. Twill not, falſe traitor ! 

*Twill not reſtore the truth and honeſty 

That thou haſt baniſh'd from thy tongue with lies. 

Was this the cottage and the ſafe abode, 190 


Lo 
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Thou told'ſt me of? Hence with thy brew'd enchant- 


ments. 
« Haſt thou betray'd my credulous i Innocence 
« With vizor'd falſhood, and baſe forgery ? ? 
« And would'ſt thou ſeek again to trap me here 
« With liqu'riſh baits, fit to enſnare a brute ?” 
Were it a draught for Juno when ſhe banquets, 
I wou'd not taſte thy treas'nous offer—None, 
But ſuch as are good men, can give good things ; 
And that which is not good is not delicious 
Toa well-govern'd and wiſe appetite: 200 
Com. O, fooliſhneſs of men ! that lend their ears 
To thoſe budge doctors of the Stoic fur, 
And fetch their precepts from the Cynic tub, 
« Praiſing the lean and fallow abſtinence. 
* Wherefore did Nature pour her bounties forth 
« With ſuch a full and unwithdrawing hand, 
. «« Cov'ring the earth with odours, fruits, and flocks, 
«« 'Throngng the ſeas with ſpawn innumerable, 
« But all to pleaſe and fate the curious taſte ; 
« And ſet to work millions of ſpinning worms, 210 
« That in their . ſhops weave the ſmooth-hair'd 
lk, 
To deck her {ons ; and, that no corner might 
« Be vacant of her plenty, in her own loins 
„She hutch'd th' all-worſhipp'd ore, and avon 
« To flare her children with; if all the mot 
« Should in a pet of temp'rance feed on pulſe, 
„ Drink the clear ſtream, and nothing wear but frieze, 
« Th* All-giver would be unthank'd, would be un- 
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« Not half his riches known, and yet deſpis'd, 

« And we ſhould ſerve him as a grudging maſter, 

« As a penurious niggard of his wealth, 221 

« And live like Nature's baſtards, not her ſons ; 

Who would be quite ſurcharg'd with her own 

wean. :. 
And ſtrangled with her waſte fertility. 
Lady. I had not thought to have unlock d my 
lips | 

« In this unhallow'd air, but that this water 
„Wou'd think to charm my judgment, as mine eyes, 

« Obtruding falſe rules, prank d in reaſon's garb. . 

6 hate when vice can bolt her arguments, 

« And virtue has no tongue to check her pride, 230 

« Impoſtor, do not charge moſt-innocent Nature, 

« As if ſhe would her children ſhould be riotous 

With her abundance. She, good catereſs, 

« Means her proviſion only to the good, 

That live according to her ſober laws, 

« And holy dictate of ſpare Temperance. 

« Itevry juſt man, that now pines with want, 
Had but a mod'rate and beſeeming ſhare 

« Cf that which lewdly-pamper d Luxury 

« Now heaps upon ſome few with vaſt exceſs, 240 
Nature's full bleſſings would be well diſpens'd 

&« In unſuperfluous even proportion, 

« And ſhe no whit encumber'd with her ſtore ; 

« And then the Giver wou'd be better thank d, 

His praiſe due paid. For ſwiniſh Gluttony 

«« Ne'er looks to heav'n amidſt his gorgeous feaſt, 

« But with beſotted, baſe ingratitude 3 
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cc Crams, and blaſphemes his feeder.” Shall I 8⁰ on? 
Or have I ſaid enough? 

Com. Enough to hew _ 250 
That you are cheated by the lying boaſts 
Of ſtarving pedants, that affect a fame 
From ſcorning pleaſures, which they cannot reach. 


EvuPHROSYNE ing.“ 


Preach not to me your muſty rules 
Die drones that mould in idle cell; 

The heart is æviſer than the ſchools, 

 - . always Tagen well. 


If fort my ſpan, 7 8 

To paſs a fingle pleaſure by ; | 
An hour is long, if loft in care; 260 
» They only live, who life enjoy. 44 


Com. Theſe are the maxims of the truly wiſe, 
« Of ſuch as practiſe what they preack to others. 
«« Here are no hypocrites, no grave diſſemblers; 
Nor pining grief, nor eating cares approach us, 
«« Nor ſighs, nor murmurs——but of gentle Love, 


« Whoſe woes delight; What mult his pleaſures then? 


- 5 Ange. 


2 of R DE” ye Dryads from 21. dale, and grove, 7 
40 7 "Y it —_ condutted by Love ; | 


Gl Sung by Comus, as now performed at Covent - garden Theatre. 
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« Sqviftly reſort to Comus gay court, 7290 
* And in various meaſures ſhew Love's various ſport. 


«& Enter the Fauns and Dryads, and attend to the fol- 
* lowing direfions. The tune is * daa ſecond time, 
to which they dance. 


Now * and gayer, ye tinkling frrings, ſound ; 
Light, light in the air, ye nimble nymphs, bound. 
Nov, now with quick feet the ground beat, beat, beat; 
Now with quick feet the ground beat, beat, * &c. 
Now cold and denying, | 
% Now kind and complying, 
«« Conſenting, repenting, 
<«« Diſdaining, complaining, | 
« Indifference now feigning, 280 
oF . with quick feet the ground beat, "Rs beat. 


*« [Exeunt Dancers.” 


Ds Liſt, 10 is not coy, and be not cozen'd 
With that ſame vaunted name Virginity. 
« Beauty is nature's coin, muſt not be hoarded, 
But muſt be current, and the good thereof 
« Conſifts in mutual and partaken bliſs, - 
« Unſavyory in th? enjoyment of itſelf: 
«« Tf you let ſlip time, like a neglected roſe, 
16 It withers on the ſtalk with languiſh'd head. 
« Beauty is nature's brag, and muſt be ſhown 290 
In courts, at feaſts, and high ſolemnities, bil 
« Where moſt may wonder at the workmanſhip. 
« It is for homely features to keep home, 
They had their name thence ; Coarſe complexions, 
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cr And cheeks of ſorry grain, will ſerve to ply 

«The ſampler, and to teaze the houſewife's wool.” 

What need a vermeil tinctur'd lip for that, 

Love-darting eyes, or treſſes like the morn ? 

There was another meaning in theſe gifts ; 

Think what, and be advis'd : you are but young yet; 

This will inform you ſoon. 301 

Lady. To him that dares 

« Arm his profane tongue with contemptuous words 
« Againſt the ſun-clad power of chaſtity, | 

« Fain would I ſomething ſay, yet to what purpoſe ? 
Thou haſt not ear, nor ſoul to apprehend ; 

« And thou art worthy that thou ſhould'ſt not know 
More happineſs than this thy preſent lot. 

«« Enjoy your dear wit, and gay rhetoric, 

«« That has ſo well been taught her dazzling fence : 

Thou art not fit to hear thyſelf convinc'd, 311 

«Yet ſhould I try, the uncontroled worth 

Of this pure cauſe would kindle my rapt ſpirits 

To ſuch a flame of facred vehemence, 

« That dumb things would be mov'd to ſympathize, 
« And the brute earth would lend her nerves, and 
| ſhake, 

« Till all thy magic ſtructures, rear'd fo high, 

« Were ſhatter'd into heaps o'er thy falſe head. 

Com. She fables not, I feel that I do fear 
„Her words ſet off by ſome ſuperior pow'rz; 320 
« And tho” not mortal, yet a cold ſhudd'ring dew 
* Dips me all o'er, as when the wrath of Jove 
«« Speaks thunder, and the chains of Erebus, 

« 'To ſome of Saturn's crew. I muſt diſſemble, 
« And try her yet more ſtrongly-—— Come, no more, 
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« This is meer moral babble, and direct 

* Againſt the canon laws of our foundation; 
« muſt not ſuffer this, yet tis but the lees 
« And ſettlings of a melancholy blood; 

„But this will cure all ſtrait, one ſip of this 330 
Will bathe the drooping ſpirits in delight, 
Beyond the bliſs of dreams. Be wiſe, and taſte, —— 


[ T heBrothersruſh in with ſwords drawn, wreſt the glaſs 
out of his hand, and break it againſt the ground ; his 
rout make ſigns of reſiſtance, but are all driven in. 


Enter the Firſt Spirit. 


What, have you let the falſe enchanter ſcape ? 

O, ye miſtook, you ſhould have ſnatch'd his wand 
And bound him faſt ; without his rod revers'd, 

« And backward mutters of diſſev ring pow'r,” 

We cannot free the lady, that fits here 

In tony fetters fix d, and motionleſs. 

Yet ſtay, be not diſturbd; now I bethink me, 
Some other means I have, which may be us'd, 340 
«© Which once of Melibzus old 1 learn'd, 

* The ſootheſt ſhepherd that e'er pip'd on plains : 

« I learn'd 'em then, when with my fellow ſwain, 
« The youthful Lycidas, his flocks I fed. 

There is a gentle nymph not far from hence, 

Sabrina is her name, a virgin pure, 

That ſways the Severn ſtream ; 

« And, as the old ſwain ſaid,” ſhe can unlock 

The claſping charm, and thaw the numbing ſpell, 

If ſhe be right invoked in warbled ſong : 350 
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ce For maidenhood ſhe loves, and will be ſwift 
To add a virgin, ſuch as was hezſelf. 
« And ſee the ſwain himſelf i in ſeaſon comes.” 


Enter the Second Spirit. 


Haſte, Lycidas, and try thy tuneful ſtrain, 
Which — her bed the fair Sabrina calls. 


SONG. By Second Spirit. 


Sabrina fair, 
Liften where thou art fitting | 

Under the glaſſy, cool, tranſlucent wave, 
In tæviſted braids of lilies knitting 

The loſe train of thy amber-dropping . 360 
Liſten for dear honour's ſake, 
Goddeſs of the ſilver lake, 

Liften and ſave, 


SABRINA riſes and ſings. 


By the ruſby-fringed bank, 
Where grows the willow and the ofier dank 
My ſliding chariot flays, 
Thick ſet with agate, and the azure ſheen = 
Of Turkis blue, and em ral green, 
That in the channel flrays; 
« Whilſt from off the waters fleet 370 
« Thus I ſet my printleſs feet 
Oer the cowflip's velvet head, 
« That bends not as I tread ;” 
. ry at thy requeſt, 
J am here.” 


RECITATIVE. Second Spirit. 


Goddeſs dear, 
We implore thy powerful hand 
To undo the charmed band 
Of true virgin here diſtreſs'd, 
Thro? the force, and thro' the wile, 
Of unbleſs'd enchanter vile. 


RECITATIVE. Sabrina. 


Shepherd, tis my office beſt 

To help enſnared chaſtity: 
Brighteſt lady, look on me; 
Thus I ſprinkle on thy breaſt 
Drops, that from my fountain pure 
I have kept, of precious cure; 
Thrice upon thy finger's tip, 
Thrice upon thy ruby d lip; 

Next this marble venom'd ſeat, 


Smear'd with gums of glutinous heat, 
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I touch with chaſte palms moiſt and cold 


| Now the ſpell hath loſt his hold; 


And I muſt hafte, ere morning-hour, 


To wait in Amphitrite's der. 


the Brathers embrace her tenderly. 


„ deſcends, and the Lady riſes out of her feat 3 


E. Bro. I oft had heard, but ne'er believ'd till now, 
There are, who can by potent magic ſpells 
Bend to their crooked purpoſe nature's laws, 
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« Blot the fair moon from her reſplendent orb, 
« Bid whirling planets ſtop their deſtin d courſe, 400 
« And thro” the yawning earth from Stygian gloom 
Call up the meagre ghoſt to walks of light: 
It may be ſo, for ſome myſterious end !” 
Y. Bro. Why did I doubt ? Why tempt the wrath 
of heav'n 
To ſhed juſt vengeance on my weak diſtruſt ? 
« Here ſpotleſs innocence has found relief, 
* By means as wond'rous as her ſtrange diſtreſs.” 
E. Bro. The freedom of the mind, you ſee, no 


_ charm, _ 
No ſpell can reach; that righteous Jove forbids, 
Leſt man ſhould call his frail divinity 410 


The ſlave of evil, or the ſport of chance. 
Inform us, Thyrſis, if for this thine aid, 
We aught can pay that equals thy deſert. 


Firſt Spirit diſcovering himſelf. 
Pay it to Heaven! There my manſion is: 
But when a mortal, favour'd of high Jove, 
« Chances to paſs thro” yon advent'rous glade, 
« Swift as the ſparkle of a glancing ſtar 
« T ſhoot from heav'n to give him ſafe convoy.“ 
That lent you grace to eſcape this curſed place; 
To heaven, that here has try'd your youth, 420 
Your faith, your patience, and your truth, 
And ſent you thro theſe hard eſſays 
With a crown of deathleſs praiſe. 


COMUS. 65 


[ Then the two 2 Spirits advance and Heal alternately 
the following Rows. which Mi LTON calls Pilogus ng 


To the ocean now I fly, 

And thoſe happy climes that lye 

Where day never ſhuts his eye 

Up in the broad fields of the ſky: 

There I ſuck the liquid air, 

All amidſt the gardens fair 

Of Heſperus, and his Daughters three, 430 
That ſing about the golden tree. 


Along the criſped ſhades and bowers 
Revels the ſpruce and jocund Spring; 
The Graces and the roſy-boſom'd Hours 
Thither all their bounties bring; 

There eternal Summer dwells, 

And weſt-winds with muſky wing 
About the cedarn alleys fling 

Nard and Caſlia's balmy ſmells. 


Now my taſk is ſmoothly done, 440 
I can fly or I can run 

Quickly to the green earth's end, 

Where the bow'd welkin flow doth bend; 
And from thence can ſoar as ſoon 

To the corners of the moon. 

Mortals that would follow me, 

Love Virtue, ſhe alone is free : 

She can teach you how to climb 


Higher than the ſphery chime ; 


66 coMus. | Aer Ill 
Or, if Virtue feeble were, 450 
Heaven itſelf would ſtoop to her. | 


Chorus. Taught by virtue, you may climb 
Higher than the ſphery chime ; 
Or, if Virtue feeble were, 
Heaven itſelf would floop to her. 
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THE END. 


EPILOGUE. 


SPOKEN BY 


EuPHROSYNE, WITH A WanD AnD Cur, 


SOME critic, or Bm much decerved, will aſt, 
« What means this wild, this allegoric maſque ? 
Beyond all bounds of truth this author ſhoots ; 
Can wands or cups transform men into brutes ? 
"Tis idle fluff ''— And yet Pl prove it true; 
Attend ; for ſure I mean it not of you. 
T he mealy fop, that taſtes my cup, may try, 
How quick the change from beau to butterfly; 
But oer the Inſet ſhould the Brute prevail, 
He grins a monkey with a length of tail. 10 
One flroke of this,* as ſure as Cupid's arrow, 
Turns the warm youth into a wanton ſparrow. 
Nay, the cold prude becomes a ſlave to love, 
Feels a new warmth, and cooes a billing dove. 
T he ſiy coquet, whoſe artful tears beguile 
Unwary hearts, weeps a falſe crocodile. 
Dull poring pedants, ſhockd at truth's keen light, 
Turn moles, and plunge again in friendly night ; 
Miſers grow vultures, of rapacious mind, 
Or more than wultures, they devour their kind; 20 

| _— 

* The Wand, 


| EPILOGUE. 
_- FlatPrers cameleons, creeping on the ground, | 
With ev'ry changing colour changing round. 
The party-fool, beneath his heavy load, 
Drudges a driven aſs thro dirty road. 
While guzzling ſots, their ſpouſes ſay, are hogs ; 
And ſnarling critics, authors ſwear, are dogs. 
But to be-grave, I hope we've prov'd at laat, 
All vice is folly, and makes man a beaſt. 28 
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